























ADULT MATERIAL ) 


these excellent-value videos at £45 each, direct from: 
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THE SPANKING INTERVIEWS NO.1 THE SPANKING INTERVIEWS NO. 2 


When your favourite spanking magazine Editor puts an ad in the paper for models 
he is very surprised at the result. Not only do amateur models apply but also a top 
fashion one, there are a couple of beautiful girls you will have seen in the pages of 
MEN ONLY and CLUBINTERNATIONAL, a schoolgirl trying for her first job, the 
reluctant girlfriend brought along by a well known London playboy and the usual 

city secretary trying to make the big time. With the editors secretary getting a girl 

from the local coffee bar during lunch break, it makes a total of 9 girls. What 
happens to them?? Well somehow our lecherous editor manages to persuade them 
they should “audition”. Using canes, a switch, strap, slipper, riding crop, a tawse 
and hair brush and not forgetting the old school ruler, and his very red hand, each 
of them ends up being thoroughly punished and abused, not to mention 
interfered with. 
The result on the girls is very interesting indeed and should not be missed, we see 
a young very reluctant blonde turned into a screaming nympho with even 2 men 
and 1 girl beating her and playing with her at the same time, and unable to give her 
satisfaction. You will also see a very “upper crust” lady with a fantastic brown 
body, beaten to a point of sexual arousal where she cannot resist interfering with 
herself. Then there are the 2 girls who have always been close friends find their 
friendship takes on a new meaning before your very eyes as they are beaten at the 
same time and can only find solice in each other. THESE SCENES ARE REAL AND 
HAVE NOTHING TO DO WITH THE STORY LINE, THEY WERE FILMED AS. 
THEY HAPPENED.... and there is more.... and you will see many tears. 
To say the publishers were pleased with the result is an understatement, so much 
so that they were unable to decide on enough to cut out so we end up with almost 
hour long films. EACH PRICED AT £45.00. 


Cheques and postal orders should be made payable to 


“BROADWAY PUBLISHING”. 
Please be sure to state whether VHS or Betamax format is 


required. 


£45 


BROADWAY PUBLISHING 
15, WASTDALE ROAD 
FOREST HILL, LONDON SE23 


Back numbers still available: 


BLUS 


Cheques and postal orders to “BROADWAY PUBLISHING” 


BLUSHES ONE 


The first ‘Blushes’, 
with 16 pages of 
colour and delicious 
stories of schoolgirl 
and boarding school 
punishments 


BLUSHES FOUR 


Newsround girls 
whipped, others 
chastised in 
domestic service. 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
ONE 


Girls in Germany 
in 1936 
Spankings, canings 
fresh and original 
articles. 


£3.50 


BLUSHES TWO 


Military-style disci- 
pline for girls. 
Tutor's way with 
naughty teenagers. 
Excellent 
photographs. 


£6 


BLUSHES EIGHT 





Gym lesson caning, 
Reich Girl, 
Bedtime Punishments 
and Girls 
in Detention. 


BLUSHES FIVE £6 


A guardian's 
teenaged ward 
made to take her 
knickers down for 
Spankings in front of 
a visiting “uncle” 
Two schoolgirls at 
the mercy of a 
‘woman teacher one 
long half-term 
holiday. 


BLUSHES SEVEN 


The Guardians’ 
Club, Canes and 
Piano lessons, 
Bedtime caning 
and lots more! 
Excellent photos! 


BLUSHES THREE 


Domestic discipline, 
and exploitation of 
vulnerable young 
ladies. 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
Two 


Institutional 
“Whipping Horse” 
punishment 


Spankings and 
canings at home 
and at school. 
£4 


BLUSHES SIX 


Valerie, one of the 
nicest of the 
“Blushes Girls” is 
fully exposed and 
comprehensively 
punished. Others 
too, in the usual 
atmospheric 
“Blushes” style! 


£6 











Afternoon break; suddenly a 
whistle is blown and every girl 
within earshot stops in her trac 
and turns toward the sound. ‘P’, 
shouts a tall man in an academic 
gown standing outside the rear 
entrance to the school building. 
Perhaps a dozen of the girls run to 
the man and form up in an orderly 
line in front of him. 

“Parkinson!” § starts, not 
knowing anything about anything at 
this disconcerting place. She takes a 
step or two towards the sound of her 
name then stops, unsure if it’s her 
who is wanted. 

‘Run!’ says a guarded voice 
behind her. Run! But which way? 
To the man, of course. Sarah half 
walks and half jogs towards the little 
impromptu parade. 

‘Come on, girl!’ Sarah runs at 

st. She tags on to the end of the 
line and feels rather sick with appre 
hension of she knows not what. The 
man turns and strides up the steps 
into the school and the lined-up girls 
follow him. In the corridor the line is 
told to stop and wait. Everyone turns 
to face across the corridor, backs to 
the wall. Sarah does as the others 
do. 

They wait in near silence while 
the teacher goes away. The girl next 
to Sarah, a girl in her own form, 
whispers, ‘knicker inspection’. 
Sarah sa! ‘Pardon-?’ _ timidly 
thinking she misheard. 





‘It's just an excuse for them to 
get a peep inside your knicks,’ say: 
the girl, but she looks straight ahead 
as she says it, out of the corner of he 
mouth. A gaggle of people appear at 
the end of the corridor, several men 
and a woman in her late thirties. The 
man in the gown is there too. 

Fingernails!’ The girls thrust 
out their hands in front of them- 
selves, palms down, fingers spread. 
Sarah copies them and glances at her 
nails, which look clean enough. Like 
the girl next to her she looks straight 
ahead, hearing muted voices 
the far end of the line. 

A sudden smacking noise rings 
along the corridor, and then another. 
Sarah doesn't dare look. A whispery, 
whimp¢ sound drifts on the warm 
air, then a ‘sorry, sir-sorry’ echoes 
off the walls. A man’s voice, then 
another, the words not quite clear 
enough to catch properly. 

‘Oh, please sir —!' The girl’s 
higher pitched voice carries plain! 

‘Four thirty’, says someone, his 
tone brooking no a 
group move along. 
wobbly at the knees but risks a peep 
down the line. A girl is holding out 
one hand higher than the other. 

The same crisp-flat soun 
girl bleats plaintively but Sarah sees 
that she is made to hold up her other 
hand. One of the men glances up and 
Sarah snaps her head to the front, 
pink house-ribbon bobbing on top of 
her head. That sharp smack-sound 
again, and a squeal of pain. 

Four-thirty’. 

The group moves on, nearer to 
Sarah's end of the line. Something 
‘tings’ on the stone floor and at the 
edge of her vision Sarah sees a girl 
stoop quickly and then straighten 
up. Three other girls are made to 
yelp or whimper as their palms are 
smacked vigorously with something 
bendy and leather-looking. 

The girl next to h seems a bit 
trembly when her turn for finger 
nail inspection comes. Sarah doesn’t 
have the nerve to look but senses 
that one of the men in the group has 
his eyes more on her than on her 
neighbours fingernails. 

“Not good enough, Payne.’ say 
the begowned teache 

‘Hold them out’ he st 
‘whuzzes’ through the air and 
smacks hard across the girl’s palm. 

arah can’t help flinching; the girl 
gasps and breathes out sibilantly; 
she offers up her other hand and the 
leather sings against her pale palm. 

‘Four thirty, Punishment Room’, 
says the teacher and drops several 
small bright objects into the girls 
shivery hand. All attention shifts to 
Sarah, who feels her cheeks getting 
warmer. 

Cool fingers take hers and lift 
them a little higher. ‘Ah — don’t 





believe I've — er —’ says the man 
who has been looking at her. 

‘Parkinson, sir’ says the teacher, 
taking Sarah's other hand. Someone 
else speaks into the enquirer’s ear; 
Sarah overhears only the name 
‘Philip Barclay’, her uncle’s name. 
She has no idea why these people 
should know her uncle, except of 
course that it is he who is paying her 
school fees. Fearing those words 
‘Hold them out’, Sarah's tummy 
lurches with relief when her hand is 
released and the strap stays at the 
teacher's side. 

He looks down the line; ‘Name 
tags!’ he says briskly. ‘Pin up!’ A 
flurry of activity, shoes scraping 
against the floor as girls turn 
towards each other then away. Four 
safety pins are handed to the be- 
wildered Sarah. *Pin up, Parkinson’. 

‘Yes, sir —’ But Sarah has no 
idea what he means. She looks at the 
other girls and sees that they are 
pinning the hems of their gingham 
dresses to their shoulders. 

‘May I help you?’ says the man 
who wanted to know her name. He 
takes Sarah’s pins and plucks up the 
front of her dress as though it were 
no more than the gentlemanly thing 
to do 

‘Um er —' There is an airy 
feeling around Sarah's thighs; 
people are looking at her, up and 
down, though mostly down 

‘Turn round’. His hand brushes 
against her breast; his voice is calm 
and kindly. She stumbles round, the 
back of her dress already up high. 
The pins snap shut; one, two. ‘OK’. 
A patronising little pat on her 
knickers; Sarah’s face is a picture of 
embarrassment as she faces them 
again. Along the line the other girls 
finish their pinning up and face the 
front 

‘Name tag?’ says the teacher 

‘S-sir?’ What does he mean? 

‘Show me your name tag.” 

‘I — don't understand — 

‘Take your knickers down and 
show me that your name tag is 
properly sewn in. 

‘My kn-knickers —?’ 

The kindly gentleman comes 
gallantly to her rescue. 

‘If | may be of assistance —’ he 
smiles at her in an understanding 
way then crouches down and slips 
her little cotton knickers down to top- 
of-thigh level. Sarah’s legs press 
together spontaneously and she 
gasps an incomprehensible little 
protest, but there are fingers 
between her thighs at the very, very 
top, knuckles brushing her soft pubic 
hair, The gusset of her knickers is 
hooked on the tip of a finger while 
everyone looks down. 

‘No name tag’ intones the 
teacher ‘Four-thirty, Punishment —’ 

‘Perhaps she hasn’t been told, 





























Sagerecscyay: 


Mr Roberts’. 's succouring 
knight asks her whether she has 
been told about name tags, which 
are to be sewn into knickers along 
the front seam of the gusset’. 

No-no, sit — I didn't know —’ 
she shakes her head to emphasise 
her ignorance of the name tag 
regulations; her bow bobs above her 
honey-blonde hair. 

“It seems she didn't know, Mr 
Roberts’ the teacher nods, though 
his expression seems unsympa- 
thetic 

“In the circumstances, perhaps I 
might suggest —’ Sarah's new found 
ally speaks into Mr Robert's ear. 

“I could probably manage it this 
evening.’ Mr Roberts volunteers his 
agreement: there are ‘ho-hum’ 
expressions on the faces of the 
others. 

‘Turn round’ says Mr Roberts to 
Sarah. He says to the kindly gentle- 
man ‘I shall still have to — 

‘Of course’ says the gentleman 

‘Hands’ says the teacher, before 
Sarah has her bottom properly 
turned towards him. She looks over 
her shoulder in confusion; her 
rescuer is there again 

‘On your head, my dear’. He 
takes one of her hands and places it 
on the top of her head. Sarah follows 
his lead with her other hand. ‘Now 
then —' A warm palm presses gently 
against the base of her belly, while 
another coaxes her to hollow her 
back. ‘Just push your bottom out a 
little — that's the way’. His fingers 
loiter between the silky-soft tops of 
her inner thighs, the hand in her 
back keeps her as she is supposed to 
be 

The strap arrives without the 
slightest warning, hard and true 
across the crown of her left buttock. 
Sarah gasps with the shock of it 
Staggering against the wall, the 
loitering fingers sliding almost 
unnoticed between her legs. ‘Ahh! 
Ahh-aaah!’ 

“Push it out, my sweet *- that's 
the way’ 

‘Oooh - 000 - n-no, please: 

She gets another firm stroke, 
right buttock, and she squeals at the 
sudden smarting pain. 

“There, there — all over’ says the 
kindly man. He stands up, his eyes 
on Sarah's squirming bottom; the 
tips of his fingers are damp with 
Sarah's dew. 

Her eyes bleared by tears, Sarah 
dares not move from her position 
while the group move along the line. 
She still has her hands on her head 
facing the wall, when the instruction 
to ‘Unpin!* comes, after several 
other young bottoms have been 
strapped, ‘Get along to your 
classes.’ Sarah rubs ruefully at her 
bottom, then plucks her knickers 
up 











‘Well, you said it wouldn't work 
out’, Patricia said defiantly, 
throwing her long hair back in the 
old way that she used to. The same 
old lifting of her chin, quick flick of 
her head. Her long, elegant stock- 
inged legs made a faintly sensuous 
swishing sound as she crossed the, 
two inches of swelling thighs show- 
ing beneath the crinkled hem of her 
skirt. 

‘Derek was too meek for you — | 
always thought that’, her father said 
mildly and moved a transparent 
plastic ruler to one side of his desk as 
though it were a precious object. It 
probably was, Patricia thought 
sarcastically. Rulers stung. She 
hoped he still didn’t use one. — 
‘And what will you do now?’, he was 
asking in a more kindly tone. Rising 
from his swivel chair, he moved 
around his desk and perched in front 
of her on the edge of it, looking not 
so much like a Headmaster as a 
Company executive. But then he had 





THAT OLD FEELING 





always kept himself looking trim. 

‘Daddy, | don’t know’, she 
replied with that edge of irritation in 
her voice that came from the tense- 
ness of a failed marriage that had 
lasted barely eighteen months. At 
twenty-two now, her figure was one 
of supreme ripeness, the snowy- 
white gourds of her breasts showing 
pinkly through the white nylon 
blouse she wore. Another act of 
defiance that she still didn’t wear a 
bra? Could he, Roger thought. He 
had quelled it once — or thought he 
had. 

“You could work here, Patricia’, 
he said and smiled to himself as he 
watched her eyes hunt along the top 
of his desk, but there was no cane 
lying there today. — ‘I've no ex- 
perience as a teacher; you know 
that’, she answered sullenly, but he 
knew that tone of voice, too. It 
invited urging on his part. For what 
he had in mind, she had no need to, 
he said. The Gym Mistress was 
leaving, and Patricia had always 
been particularly athletic in the gym. 
She knew the routines, he went on 
lullingly, and watched her eyes 
soften at the thought, the tiny move- 
ments of her well-curved lips hinting 
at her inner sensations of pleasure- 
release as doors of possibilities 
opened in her mind. 

‘S'pose | could’, she said. Just as 
the feeling of ‘deja vu’ makes one 
feel that one has somehow, some- 
time, visited an ‘unknown’ place 
before, so it seemed to Patricia that 
this conversation had occurred 
between them before — that she 
knew what he was next about to say. 

‘The gym is also where the 
occasionally recalcitrant girls are 
disciplined — sometimes by the 
Gym Mistress, sometimes by 
myself’, she heard him say and 
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brought wide-open eyes up to his 
own, but he was still smiling. 
‘Recalcitrant’ was a word she had 
once had to look up, all of five years 
ago now. She remembered standing 
and gulping down sobs as she flicked 
the pages of a dictionary, her bared 
bottom still churning from the eight 
strokes of his broad leather strap and 
having to read the meaning of the 
word out to him. 

‘K...k...kicking against con- 
straint or restriction; obstinately dis- 
obedient or r...r...refactory’, she 
had real aloud from his O0.E.D. while 
he stood over her. — ‘And you will 
remember that, Patricia’, he had 
said solemnly. She had remembered 
the definition, but it hadn't stopped 
her from being obstinately dis- 
obedient time and time again, until 
the cane... But she didn’t want to 
remember too much about that cane 
of his, nor the high stool over which 
she had had to bend, gripping two of 
the legs, and her own sprawled out 
behind her while her tear-bleared 
eyes stared down unseeing upon her 
discarded skirt. top and panties... 

‘But | couldn’t!’, she blurted 
now. He sighed then. He always 
uttered that sad, irritating sigh that 
always seemed to so craftily place 
her on the wrong side of the fence. 

‘| guess it’s time for lunch’, he 
began. And Patricia knew that one, 
too. The one about not answering 
her. A tap sounded on the door at 
that moment, and as Roger called 
out gruffly ‘Yes?’ so it opened to 
admit a girl in a black tunic and 
white blouse who bit her lip at the 
sight of Patricia and then came 





forward. — ‘Yes, Andrea?’, Roger 
asked, sliding off of the desk 
casually. 


“Miss - er - Miss Caltrey said.. 
She said | was to be in the gym at 


five forty-five, sir, and...’ — ‘Yes, 
Andrea. | shall attend on you. Is it a 
sixer, girl, or have you been even 
more disobedient than that?’ — ‘N... 
no, sir, a sixer. She — Miss Caltrey 
— said. 

“Yes, | understand. And while 
you are here, Andrea, I'd like to * 
introduce you to Miss Palfrey, our 
new gym mistress’. — ‘Yes, sir — 
yes, Miss. Thank you’. Blinking, the 
girl retreated two steps and then 
swished out, the door closing sound- 
lessly behind her. Lips parted in 
surprise, Patricia caught a glimpse 
of tight blue serge knickers as 
Andrea's ultra-short black, pleated 
skirt flipped up, ivory-smooth thighs 
flashing palely above sheer black 
stocking tops. 

‘Daddy! You said.. And | haven't 
even agreed yet!’, Patricia expostu- 
lated, getting up and _ self-con- 
sciously smoothing her own skirt 
down. 

‘You will. Come on, we'll have 
lunch’, Roger replied smoothly, and 
took her elbow, wheeling her 
towards the door. — ‘It wasn’t fair 
doing that; she'll tell all the other 
girls’, Patricia muttered, though in a 
voice a tone lower than she had used 
in her first cry. ‘Anyway, how old is 
she? Those stockings and those 
knickers...", she began, but then 
ceased talking guardedly as two 
other girl pupils passed them along 
the corridor. 

‘Everything over lunch. I'll tell 
you everything over lunch. It’s part 
of the system’, Roger said. — ‘You 
still get your own way, don’t you!’, 
Patricia flared at him as they got into 
his car which was parked around by 
the side of the wide gravel drive. 
And again he didn’t comment on her 
remark. There were two classes of 
girls, he said. Those up to seventeen 





were dressed as Andrea, except that 
they wore white socks. The seven- 
teen-pluses were allowed stockings, 
but the blue serge knickers were to 
remind them of their educational 
status. 

‘Educational!’, Patricia said 
tightly. The tilt of the passenger seat 
made her skirt draw up to the darker 
bands of her stocking tops, and she 
made ineffectual movements to pull 
it down. 

‘In the best of senses, yes, 
Patricia. You of all people should 
surely not have forgotten that? | 
trust you have not’. — ‘Huh! It was 
educational, | suppose, when you 
caned me the night | came home 
wearing my engagement ring’, 
Patricia replied tightly. — ‘Was it 
not? Where are you now?’, he asked 
sharply, and brought a blush to her 
cheek, ‘Sorry, | didn’t mean it that 
way’, he added  comfortingly, 
squeezing her thigh fondly before 
changing gear. 

‘No — all right’, Patricia said 
quickly. There had never been any 
real, lasting rancour. Deep in her 
heart now, Patricia knew that she 
had deserved that ‘engagement ring 
caning’ over the stool. — ‘But I’m 
still not sure — about the job’, she 
added, looking away from him. — ‘A 
duck to water’, Roger replied cheer- 
fully, and began to talk about other 
things like refurnishing her old room 
at home, and anything else she 
wanted. The salary was extremely 
good, he put in mildly, but Patricia’s 
mind was on other things. 

‘The cane hurts’, she said 
suddenly after the pink-smeared 
bowls that had held their potted 
shrimps in the restaurant had been 
taken away. Roger shook his head. 
— ‘Never use that word, Patricia. 
The up-to-seventeens receive the 
paddle or the strap. The older ones 
take the strap or the cane. These 
implements of correction — and one 
cannot call them less than that — are 
designed, intended, and used, to 
urge and not to hurt’. 

‘I've never done it and you know 
| haven't’, Patricia said defensively. 

‘Watch and observe. Five forty- 
five in the gym. Andrea, 
remember?’ 

‘I couldn’t...", began Patricia and 
then stopped as a waiter hovered 
over them, serving their main 
course. ‘I can’t stand and WATCH’, 
she went on in a scandalised tone 
when they were alone again. — ‘Not 
visibly, no. At least, not if you don’t 
want to’, Roger said. — ‘But then, 
how...?', Patricia began, but he 
merely said that he would show her, 
and left it at that, leaving Patricia to 
ponder the fact that with that very 
utterance she had in all effect said 
yes. 

The degrees of nervousness 
between Patricia and Andrea when 
the hour came were different and yet 
gave each the same butterflies-in- 





the-tummy feeling. Patricia had 
been shown to a peep-hole that gave 
out from a small room on to the gym. 
It was used by ‘visitors’, she was 
told, and bit her tongue back when 
she almost asked who they might be. 
It didn’t take her long to guess when 
Andrea came teetering into the gym 
at precisely a quarter to six and, with 
a lip-biting look around her in the 
silent emptiness, unzipped a mini- 
scule skirt and stepped out of it. 

Lovely legs, Patricia found 
herself thinking, and then chided 
herself for the thought. The poor girl 
was going to be caned, after all. 
Holding her breath, she next 
watched Andrea slowly unbutton her 
blouse and peel it off, bringing into 
the dimming light of the gym two 
perfectly rounded tits whose brown 
nipples perched like berries on the 
wobbling gourds. 

Taking off her top had nothing to 
do with caning, Patricia thought 
wildly, but then told herself blush- 
ingly that she knew better. Andrea 
was pushing her blue knicks down 
slowly now — resentfully, wonder- 
ingly, as one always did. As she 
raised one black-stockinged leg, 
Patricia saw the plump mound of 
dark curls that crowned her pubis — 
glimpsed even a twinkling of salmon 
pink lips that would yield themselves 
in a different, tighter conformation 
as she bent over. 

Still alone, Andrea hung her 
knicks over one end of the rail over 
which she was to bend. The Head 
always liked to see them hanging 
there — the last small flag of ulti- 
mate surrender. The rail was 
polished and smooth, of thick oak up 
held by two stout struts that footed 
the floor firmly. Beneath it, as she 
bent, was a much lower rail that she 
had to grasp. It was a Victorian 
piece, worn by the tummies and 
hands of the many young supplicants 
who had bent over it to display their 
waiting nether cheeks. 

And their perhaps even more 
intimate parts, as Patricia saw — she 
having a prime view from the rear of 
Andrea. As the girl’s high heels 
shuffled uneasily apart so that the 
Victorians would have called her 
‘split’ was more boldly displayed in 
its bosquet of curls. It was rude, 
Patricia thought dizzily — rude and 
yet exquisitely appealing. And it was 
just the way she must have so often 
looked herself, over that stool. 

The silence was awesome. Then 
came a snap-clacking sound as 
Roger entered the gym in shirt and 
trousers, a cane swinging idly down 
by his thigh. At his entrance, 
Andrea’s bulbing bottom cheeks 
twitched and clenched. The soles of 
her black patent shoes squeaked and 
jittered as she moved them an inch 
or two further apart, her hair cas- 
cading around her cheeks, her slim 
body doubled over the upper rail, 
her tits globing down. 


‘Excellent, Andrea. Tutelage has 
not been lost on you, | see, as it 
unfortunately has on some girls 
here. | shall deduct one stroke for 
presentation’, Roger uttered quietly. 
Approaching her as he spoke, he ran 
the slim cane slowly up the backs of 
her straining legs, into the dipping 
of her knees, over the swelling 
columns of her dark-banded thighs, 
bringing it to rest at a right angle 
under the plump swelling of her cleft 
cheeks. zs 

Patricia counted silently, almost 
unwillingly, and felt self-hypnotised 
as she did so. Five seconds... ten... 
The cane moved sauvely back and 
forth like the bow of a violin under 
the firm-fleshed apple. It must, she 
thought, be tickling Andrea, for she 
began to churn her hips a little, and 
seemingly to the approval of Roger. 

Training... The word sneaked 
into Patricia’s mind from long ago as 
she watched. It stuck to her mind as 
a piece of sticky tape clings to the 
fingers, and when she least wanted 
it to be there. 

‘F...f...four, sir, please?’ she 
heard Andrea breathe out as the 
cane retracted and was raised. — 
‘What?’, Roger asked. — ‘Oh, | 
thought... well, | thought’, Andrea 
babbled and then was silent again. 
— ‘If such is to be, Andrea, then it 
may well be added on the next 
occasion, you understand?’, Roger 
asked. — ‘Y... yes, sir, | do... 

‘Good’, Roger said quietly while 
Patricia stood screwing her eyes up 
behind the partition wall just as she 
used to when she waited for the cane 
to bite into her own bared bottom. — 
‘Oh, please, no!’, she wanted to 
squeak and yet — to her own horri- 
fied fascination — she waited, 
actually waited, to see and to hear 
the wicked instrument sear that 
luscious young bottom, to teach it, to 
teach it to... ‘YEEEO—OWI’, came 
Andrea’s thin, high-pitched cry as in 
the next second the whippy strike 
burned a white-hot path across her 
nubile bum. 

‘NOOOO! PLEASE!’, Patricia 
cried inwardly, just as she had so 
often cried it out herself once in the 
quiet confines of the study at home, 
or in her bedroom. 

She knew then that he would 
wait. It was always six seconds or 
more before the next came. The 
preceding one always had to ‘soak 
in’ — as stingingly and bitterly 
at it always did. 

“WHOO—HOO—HOOOO!’, 
came Andrea’s next sobbing wail as 
she took the second. Her red- 
streaked cheeks squeezed ardently, 
even visibly, as the flames licked 
everywhere, uttering themselves 
deep into her firm-fleshed half- 
moons and wisping their seeking 
tongues into her twin crevices. Her 
legs twisted, making her black 
suspenders slacken and then grow 
taut again as she straightened her 
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knees anew. 

Patricia, her eyes fixed on the 
adorable clefts the girl was so 
haplessly presenting, was counting 
again. As she reached four so the 
door to the small ante-room opened 
and with a startled look of embar- 
rassment she turned her head to see 
Miss Caltrey who put her finger to 
her lips and sidled over to her. — 
‘He’s...’, Patricia whispered stu- 
pidly and desperately. She felt like a 
little girl who had been caught 
stealing biscuits. 

‘I know, dear. How many more?’, 
Miss Caltrey asked, running her 
eyes approvingly up Patricia’s long 
legs and the jutting of her own well- 
rounded derriere. — ‘Two’, Patricia 
answered in hushed tones. — 
‘You're the new Gym Mistress, 
then? | heard about you in the 
Common Room. Welcome’, said 
Angela Caltrey as another HOOO- 
WITT! of the cane sounded and, 
with it, a rending cry from Andrea. 

‘I'm Patricia Palfrey, yes’, said 
Patricia who desperately wanted to 
look, and yet didn’t. It had been her 
father’s idea to give her that sur- 
name, on the spur of the moment. It 
rhymed with Caltrey, he had said — 
and it was best. He hadn't wished to 
be seen favouring her as a member 
of the family. That was something 
else that Patricia had argued about 
in vain over lunch. By then it had 
been too late to change her name 
back to her own in any case. 

Angela took Patricia’s arm 
gently. ‘He doesn’t like to be 
watched ALL the time. Shall we have 
tea?’, she asked, whereat Patricia — 
whose ears were cocked for every 
sound from the gym — allowed 
herself to be led away. 

‘| didn’t want to watch really’, 
she said self-excusingly as they 


made their way upstairs. — ‘No, but 
it's best. Besides, Andrea has 
become — is becoming — almost a 


perfect subject’, Angela said lull- 
ingly to a surprised ‘Wh...what?’ 
from Patricia. — ‘Well, she’s nearly 
of age and she HAS to learn, doesn’t 
she? Haven't we all? Didn’t you?’, 
Angela asked casually as they went 
into the private sitting room the 
teachers used. 

‘I? Oh no!’, Patricia said too 
quickly, causing Angela to raise her 
eyebrows. 

‘My dear! You haven't, didn’t? 
Oh come, come, we all like to say 
that at times, but among ourselves... 
Well, it’s different, is it not? The 
cane was no more forgiving in my 
day than it was in yours — and yours 
wasn’t TOO long ago, was it?’ 

‘I never...!", Patricia began, but 
found herself blushing as she 
subsided into a cosy armchair. 
Angela seemed to have everything 
ready. She lifted a cosy off the teapot 
and began pouring, then handed 
Patricia her cup. — ‘When you do 
deal with a girl, as you will, don’t 


forget that a little comforting 
afterwards does no harm, dear’, 
Angela said smoothly. — ‘Eh? | 
don’t follow you’, Patricia stumbled 
and felt her cup and saucer with- 
drawn from her hand before she had 
even clasped it properly. 

Angela placed it down carefully 
and smoothed her own round bottom 
on to the arm of Patricia’s chair. — 
‘Oh, | believe you do. Your nipples 
are hard now, aren’t they?’, she 
murmured to Patricia’s open- 
mouthed astonishment as tapered 
fingertips touched the straining 
peaks lightly. — ‘What? Stop this! 
What are you doing?’, Patricia flared 
and made to get up, but Angela 
pressed her back, stretched out an 
arm and thrust her cup and saucer 
before her again. 

‘Drink up, dear, and don’t be 
silly. Discipline is yielding. Did you 
not learn that? In between her bouts 
of petulance and of momentary 
disobedience, you will find girls like 
Andrea model pupils. We learn to 
urge, not to punish for the sake of 
punishing. Surely that distinction is 
Not too subtle for you? How will you 
yourself behave under the cane if 
you cannot show dutiful responsive- 
ness — for such is what we call it’. 

‘I? | don’t intend to be caned!’, 
blurted Patricia, bringing a sad ‘Tut- 
tut’ from Angela who shook her head 
and said, ‘There IS teacher-training, 
dear — once a week. Your turn will 
be on Monday, | think. Oh, there are 
no peephole-viewings on teachers, 
don't worry about that’. 

‘This, this, this is ridiculous!’, 
Patricia all but sobbed, making her 
cup wobble dangerously, but Angela 
was shaking her head again. — ‘Not 
at all, dear. If, of course, you have 
mastered all the techniques of 
employing the paddle, the tawse and 
the cane, then well and good. You 
might be excused. But | doubt it. 
The use of the wrist action alone... 

‘| don’t want to hear this!’, 
Patricia jerked, bringing a light 
laugh from Angela. — ‘Oh, well 
then, let’s talk about something 
else’, she urged, adding, ‘After all, 
you could always resign, but that 
would look rather odd on your first 
day, would it not?’. 

‘| don’t know’, Patricia muttered 
mulishly. She wanted to run, run, 
run out of the school then and there, 
but that would leave her a laughing 
stock. 

‘Of course it would. Listen, there 
are some perfectly lovely new undies 
on show at Atherton’s in the town. 
What say we pop along and treat 
ourselves — tomorrow lunchtime, 
eh?’, Angela asked beguilingly. And 
Patricia heard herself saying yes 
when every instinct told her to say 
no. But it was getting to be like that 
all the time now. Plunging into an 
everyday conversation with Angela 
was, for the moment, the only way to 
quell all the naive questions she kept 





wanting to put to her. Finally, 
however, Patricia could hold back no 
longer. 

“You didn’t really mean it about 
Monday, did you?’, she asked in a 
would-be casual tone. 

“Six o'clock in the gym on 
Monday?. Oh yes, Patricia. It’s 
always a quarter of an hour later for 
teachers. All the girls have either 
gone by then or are up in the dorms. 
If you are not as brave as girls like 
Andrea, how can you hope to correct 
them yourself?’ 

‘B... but you don’t understand! 
I'm...’ Patricia stopped. ‘Being 
recalcitrant still?’, a voice seemed to 
come to her from the past while her 
panties were slowly floated down. It 
was that old feeling once again: the 
knowledge that there was no escape 
— not even now. But now it was 
even more ‘approved of’ seemingly. 

“You're nervous? Yes, of course 
you are, dear. But just do as Andrea 
did and you'll ride through it, 
honestly. It’s expected of us, you 
know. Go and see to her — won't 
you? She'll still be in the gym, | 
expect, and it is your duty — your 
domain’. 

‘Yes’, Patricia said uncertainly. 
Her legs felt wobbly as she got up. It 
was three days to Monday. Some- 
thing had to happen before then. She 
would stay away — say she was sick. 
Anything. Her feet led her back 
downstairs uncertainly. Three girls 
passed her on the way and gave her 
shy little nods. They didn’t look 
cowed, she thought. In fact they 
looked fine. Perky even, titties 
bouncing loosely under their tops 
just like her larger ones. 

Her nipples had got hard, 
watching Andrea. That was an awful 
thing to think. At the door to the gym 
Patricia hesitated and knocked, but 
no reply came. It was dark in there 
now — the blinds still pulled along 
the narrow windows all around the 
tops of the walls. Andrea was lying 
on a large, soft mattress near the 
caning-stand. Her legs were. apart 
and one arm was thrown over her 
eyes. Her knickers hung still where 
she had first put them. 

‘Andrea?’, Patricia asked 
uncertainly and stepped towards 
her, bending her knees to squat 
close. The girl's arm moved un- 
certainly and then uncovered her 
eyes. — ‘Yes, Miss?’, asked Andrea 
softly. 

She wished that the gym mistress 
hadn’t come in to disturb her yet. 
The fierce stinging in her bottom had 
subsided to a warm, throbbing glow, 
and she was all throbbing and sticky- 
wicky elsewhere, too. It was horrid 
being caned, but he had seen to her 
afterwards. The new gym mistress 
was awfully attractive. Perhaps she 
wanted to kiss her, too, now and feel 
her where she was all bubbly and 
sticky, just like Miss Caltrey always 
did... 











“Did you check up, Harry?” 

The headmaster has checked, but he consults a note in his 
desk diary anyway. 

“Yes - Philip Barclay. No relation to the girl, apparently. 
He’s on the board of a charitable institution - something to 
do with a couple of insurance companies putting a bit of 
money where it'll enhance their public image and where the 
tax man can’t get at it, apparently. 

“Interesting -” 








“Yes - I imagine that’s where the girl came from - some 
Benevolent Society Academy, I believe. That’s how Barclay 





would have got his hands on her, I dare say. Don’t know if 


he’s actually her legal guardian - bit irregular if he were, but 
then it all seems a bit irregular anyway. 

“Curiouser and curiouser -” 

“Yes. All I know apart from that is that she’s here, at the 
school; there’s nothing on the file to shed any more light on 
the matter, I’m afraid”. 

“I see - I wonder, would you give me Philip Barclay’s 
number?” 

“Certainly - Rombourne, 27369. Don’t know what the 
code is -” 

“Doesn’t matter. Er - what’s the girl’s name?” 

“Parkinson”. 

“Parkinson. First name? You did tell me but it’s slipped 
my memory.” 

“Sarah Jane.” 











“Sarah-Jane. Think I'll give Mr Barclay a ring, Harry. 
Could turn up something useful, eh?” 

“Why not. Let me know, will you?” 

“Of course. You wouldn’t have any plans for her yourself, 
I trust. Wouldn’t want to step on any toes -” 

“She’s on my supper-time report this evening. No doubt I 
shall find an excuse to get her pants down, but those are the 
only plans I have at the moment.” 

“Fine - nice to have spoken to you again. ‘Bye’.” 

“Goodbye, Nicholas”. 

Sarah and Yvonne will already be waiting for him in the 
school’s gloomy entrance hall, Yvonne pale-faced and 
jumpy, no doubt, because she knows exactly what’s going to 
happen to her once she’s in the study; Sarah nervous and 
fidgety because she can’t bring herself to believe what the 
other girls.have told her about what the headmaster likes to 
do with ‘naughty’ girls. 
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The following anony- 
mous article, well-reasoned 
and with a cleverly-studied 
understanding of the 
spanking film/video genre, 
arrived conveniently just in 
time to go together with 
this series of straight-from- 
the-screen extracts from 
the several Blushes videos 
currently available. Read- 
ers will make of it what they 
will, but the editor express- 
es his thanks to the afficion- 
ado who took the trouble to 
write so comprehensive a 
piece. Further contribu- 
tions, from him or others, 
with something interesting 
to say about anything which 
is relevant to the subject 
matter of the magazine will 
be received gratefully; a 
sender's address would 
enable us to demonstrate 
our gratitude with a small 
cheque. 





Dear Sir, 


I've just come across 
Blushes 6 and think it well 
produced, with some very 
nice touches But | am more 
interested in C.P. videos 
and this is really intended 
for whoever makes your 
series, perhaps yourself. 
Though | intend to buy 2 of 
them shortly, | have not yet 
actually viewed a Blushes 
video and | wonder if, 
despite that, you would be 
interested in my views on 
the subject, based as they 
are on other firms’ 
products. 

Of course, C.P. videos 
have greatly improved in 
recent years yet still they 
leave very much to be 
desired. It is my conviction 
that at no extra cost and 
with little extra trouble, 
they could be many times 


Blushes videos may be 
purchased by mail order 
from the address at the top 
of page 3. All videos are an 


hour long or close to that 
length, and are priced at 
£45 each. 
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better. Many own-goals are 
scored — | mean their 
effect is greatly diminished 
by simple mistakes which 
could be easily eradicated 
and in consequence the 
springs of their erotic 
remain largely 






power 
untapped. 

Various kinds of mis 
takes are made but the two 
most fundamental concern 
credibility and meaning. 
Though it is not the only 


possible combination of 
course, in what follows, for 
the sake of brevity, let us 
assume that He is to punish 
Her, he being fairly mature 
and she being a youngster. 
Credibility. The great 
majority of people, watch- 
ing a video or a film which 
tells a story of any kind 
whatsoever, wish to believe 
in it, at least whilst it is on 
screen. They need help to 
do so or, at least, do not 
want to be hindered from 
doing so, reminded contin- 
ually that they are seeing 






merely a studio production. 
This is elementary of 
course. 
C.P. videos are no excep- 
tion to this rule yet, in 
almost all | have seen, 
realism is continually 
undermined, in various 
ways. With credibility goes 
effectiveness as entertain- 
ment, especially in such a 
specialised field as erotic 
entertainment. Compared 
with their potential, actual 
C.P. videos are much 
inferior by virtue of this 
factor alone. Let's face it, 
we start off with a pretty 
unlikely sort of situation 
anyway, especially nowa- 
days, a man giving, say his 
daughter six or twelve of 
the best, for example, so 
that it behaves the director 
to do all he reasonably can, 
not to strain credulity 
further, to make it seem 
real. 

Virtually everything 
affects credibility and I'll 
have to refer to it frequent- 






ly so just one example here 


will suffice. Take the 
matter of her position for 
punishment. | mean we 


must presume that either 
he is experienced with the 
cane or whatever, or that at 
least he knows what's 
what. In real life he would 
have her adopt a particular 
position, one only, and that 
would be ‘it’ throughout. 
He wouldn't cane her this 
way, that way and every 
which way unless he were 
making a bad video! — bad 
because its self-conscious- 
ness and awareness of the 
audience-to-be keep 
breaking the spell! 

Spanking generally, the 
best fantasies are the least 
fantastic, C.P. ones at 
least. | cannot believe that 
many are interested in, say, 
C.P. in the 21st century or 
C.P. on Mars or anything 
like that. The great major- 
ity of videos should be plain 
and straightforward, with 
simple stories in which she 
is punished at (her) home 
(mostly), or school (some- 
times) or in someone else's 
home (sometimes). The 
latter might be that of her 
employer, for example, if 
her offence was committed 
at work and he has offered 
an alternative to the sack or 
it might be that of the 
Security Officer of a depart- 
ment store where she was 
caught shoplifting, as a 
result of which she could be 
prosecuted. | think the rule 
is that erotic does not equal 
erotic. A video should not 
be far-fetched. 


Meaning. \t must be 
useful to ask ourselves 
what exactly is the nature 
of the pleasure covertly to 
be gained by him in smiting 
her bottom, or by us in 
‘witnessing’ the  occur- 
rence 

Firstly and obviously, 
there is the purely physical 
element. Where it is appro- 
priate to experience other 
parts of her body by this 
type of contact or that, by a 
kiss or a caress or by 
fondling, the bottom is 
surely the only really suit- 
able part for ‘impact 
contact’, where no real 
harm can be done and 
where, by its very nature, it 
can be fully experienced 
only by such means. And_ 


even the sight of a blow 
being absorbed is attrac- 
tive. 

Secondly, there is the 
pleasure of retribution, of 
feeling that justice has 
been done, a moral balance 
restored, perhaps a score 
properly settled 

Thirdly and this is by 
far the most important 
element — C.P. is an exer- 
cise in dominance and sub- 
mission. It is here that its 
erotic power is mainly 
developed and it is this that 
has to be right for the video 
to succeed. 

It is a common and 
enduring dream of many 
men that they are the 
masters of their women, 
that they are in control of 
these strange, marvellous, 
delightful creatures who 
are so necessary a part of 
men’s lives, so indispens- 
able yet also so headstrong, 
wilful, wayward, un- 
reliable, independent, so 
much the source of men’s 
anxieties and irritation. We 
cannot live without them 
yet often can hardly live 
with them. They need to be 
tamed, quelled, controlled. 
Particularly in these 
feminist days, the male ego 
needs to be soothed and re- 
assured, the male self 
confidence needs boosting. 
And the way to do it, par 


excellence, is for him to 
oblige her, through his 
dominant position, — un- 


willingly to suffer a sting- 
ing posterior. But always 
for good reason! 

Again, it is over this 
that many videos go wrong. 
The point is subtle and 
crucial. The chastisement is 
evidence that he has 
already gained control and 
is now asserting it. It must 
never be portrayed as the 
means by which he gains 
such control. The punish- 
ment must always be a de- 
monstration of the ascend- 
ancy that he has gained 
beforehand, proof that he 


already has the upper 
hand. 
When the lion tamer 


cracks his whip at the 
circus, he is not training the 
lion — all that has been 
accomplished previously — 
he is making that training 
manifest by having the lion 
leap through a hoop or 
whatever. When he cracks 
his cane on her bottom, her 
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reluctant but passive sub- 
mission is convincing proof 
of his authority over her, 
established beforehand. 

To sum up, by the time 
the C.P. stage has been 
reached — | somewhat 
before in fact € he should 
be shown jn control, not 
struggling to attain it, with 
his administration of C.P. 
the main, though by no 
means the only, evidence 
that he has subdued her. 
Thus titles like ‘Spanked 
into Submission’, showing 
her still defiant, even 
interfering with her punish- 
ment by moving out of 
position, interposing her 
hands etc, are nonsense, 
with their erotic power 
much diminished. 

It is a common fallacy 
that the mere sight of her 
being whacked is signifi- 
cantly erotic. It is not and 
the manner, context, 
circumstances etc. are 
crucial. We can see also 
that the whole exercise, 
concerned as it is with his 
dominance, carries no 
implications of hostility or 
harshness of manner what- 
soever, just the opposite if 
anything. He both cares for 
and wishes to rule her. So 
Janus’ ‘The Disciplinarian’ 
with his shouting and 
bluster is quietly  self- 
confident and its practi- 
tioner, to amend the 
saying, wields a cane but 
speaks softly. 

It also follows that he is 
not seen to be dominant 
unless she is reluctantly 
submissive, never anything 
but that and occasionally 
very reluctant, verging on 
defiance perhaps but not 
quite crossing that line. 
This comes out in her facial 
expression and the hesit- 
ancy and slowness with 
which she complies with his 
wishes. Other times, she is 
resigned to her fate, 
sullenly or apprehensively. 

His control is never 
physical, never anything 
but moral or coercive. This 
is where bondage, a very 
different scene, is cruder, 
much less _ sophisticated. 
He never engages in any 
unseemly tussles with her, 
applies force only in a 
highly formal way, by 
smacks or strokes of the 
cane, hardly touches her 
otherwise. Over his knee, 
he only rests his other 
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hand, on the small of her 
back because that is the 
natural place for it, he is 
not physically restraining 
her. 

She never requests or 
suggests C.P. She may 
plead for leniency in some 
other respect whereupon he 
may offer an alternative 
which she accepts tenta- 
tively and only because she 
cannot face the first choice. 
Sometimes there is no 
choice, of course. 

It seems to me that the 
great majority regard sex 
always as a_ one-to-one 
encounter, a time for two 
people, only, to be private. 
Group sex is surely very 
much a minority interest! 
In as much as C.P. repre- 
sents an unusual form of 
sexual love, albeit aberr- 
ant, it should always be a 
‘game’ for two, likewise. A 
cast of more than two in a 
video is hardly necessary 
and somewhat wasteful. 
Worse, it is anti-erotic. If 
there are more than two, 
they should be ‘bit’ players 
only, not present at the 
C.P. Thus ‘Spanking Inter- 
views, 1 and 2’ are miscon- 
ceived, likewise ‘Half-Term 
Punishments’. 


Genre The C.P. genre 
has its subdivisions of 
course. You may wish to 
cater for aficionados of 
more than one and | realise 
that. But ignoring, for 
instance, mock C.P. 
between sex partners — 
practised as a kind of fore- 
play — which has less 
interest for me personally, 
I'll concentrate on ‘real’ 
C.P. for some ‘real’ and 
reasonably serious offence, 
that aspect in which, | feel, 
the great majority of C.P. 
viewers/readers are most 
interested. 

| feel strongly that the 
genre, particularly its ‘real’ 
subdivision, should be kept 
pure, not mixed with overt 
sexual contact between him 
and her, for the sake of 
credibility. A parent, or 
anyone purporting to be in 
loco parentis, even tempor- 
arily, is most unlikely 
obviously to caress her 
bottom, either before or 
after punishment, let alone 
‘touch her up’. At the very 
most, he might apply_ cold 
cream afterwards but even 
this is probably better 


avoided. He can comfort 
her, but with words. 
Neither should she alone 
even think of sex during 
punishment. Even the 
camera should not ogle 
parts of her not relevant to. 
the punishment. (Rele- 
vance generally is necess- 
ary for credibility). Her 
vulva, for example, could 
be seen but only casually, 
not with obvious interest. 
There are plenty of videos 
much bluer than the 
average C.P. video if that is 
what is sought. They serve 
their own purposes better 
and C.P. should not 
become a pale imitation of 
them. 

Throughout, his appro- 
ach should be_ perfectly 
‘correct’, however hypocri- 
tical. We understand that 
he takes pleasure in ‘a job 
well done’ and perhaps she 
also realises it, but the 
pretence should always be 
maintained that it is en- 
tirely for her own good, 
something for which she 
will be grateful, at some 
future date even if she sees 
things differently just now, 
that he is reclaiming her, 
rescueing her for incipient 
moral turpitude. He 
would love to be able to let 
her off but, really, it would 
be doing her no favour and 
he would fail in his duty 
towards her, etc. 

Presentation. \f the 
actual C.P. is the main 
proof of her sub-ordination 
then perhaps the second 
most important form of 
evidence is her position, 
the way she has to present 
her bottom for punishment. 

‘only some positions are 
thoroughly submissive, 
others are relatively poor in 
this respect. The best of the 
bad positions is where she 
is bent at a right angle over 
the edge of a desk or table 
but even this is pretty poor. 
Standing, upright or 
slightly bent, or kneeling 
on something are very poor 
indeed. All weird or un- 
orthodox positions, such as 
legs bent back so that she is 
looking up at them, should 
be avoided like the plague! 

Touching toes, with legs 
straight, in the traditional 
manner isn’t bad but 
neither is it very satis- 
factory since, apart from 
being strongly tempted, 
she is able easily to move 


out of position. 

Once in position, she 
should be required to 
remain thus, on pain of 
extra strokes, this being 
made clear beforehand. 
The only two good types of 
position encourage _ this, 
tend to render her helpless 
unless she makes a clear 
and definite act of defiance, 
which she knows is out of 
the question. It is difficult 
to decide which is the 
better of the two and both 
should be used on different 
occasions. 

She should always be 
either lying on her tummy, 
stretched flat-out, or bent 
well over to form an 
inverted vee, with head and 
shoulders well down one 
side, feet well down the 
other side and her bottom 
very much uppermost. 
Though | can find fault for 
other reasons, in B/ushes 6, 
page 49, top photo, she is 
positioned quite beauti- 
fully. No exaggeration, I've 
never seen anything 
remotely to touch it in any 
video or other magazine. It 
should have been full page 
and also repeated from 
other angles. 

In the bent position, her 
legs should always be 
straight — at least, 
immediately before each 
stroke — and the angle 
between legs and torso 
should not be too little, not 
less than a right angle, as 
otherwise her bottom will 
be over-extended and look 
less attractive, as_ in 
Blushes 6, page 29, top. If 
bent over his knee for a 
spanking, he should be 
seated comfortably and 
efficiently, which means a 
dining-room type chair with 
straight back and no arms. 
He should never sit 
awkwardly or unsuitably, in 
an armchair for example. 
Incidentally, she can also 
be caned in this position, 
using a shorter cane of 
perhaps 18” or 20”, with no 
crook handle to get in the 
way. This variation is rare 
even in stories and 
deserves more frequent 
use. It is important for her 
to be well over, her hips 
rather than her tummy over 
his lap. 

If she is bent over a 
piece of furniture then 
perhaps the best in the 
ordinary way of things is a 





piano stool of the bench, | 
mean 4-legged, type. Much 
better than a chair, the 
back of which will get in the 
way or appear to do so. 

| come now to the afore- 
mentioned criticisms of 
Blushes 6, page 49. If she 
were in that position for 
even a few minutes, let 
alone a proper period of 
time, she would surely be 
rather uncomfortable. Even 
with a pillow between her 
and the top edge of the 
chair, it would still not be 
very good. The stability of 
the whole situation must 
also be suspect, she could 
topple over, chair and all! 
This is all highly undesir- 
able. Apart from the 
obvious exception of her 
bottom, he should take 
great care always to see 
that she remains as com- 
fortable as possible throu- 
ghout. He shows her such 
consideration even though 
he has to punish her! 

In fact, however she is 
supported, four factors 
need to be borne in mind: 
(a) her comfort, (b) his 
comfort and convenience, 
(c) stability — it mustn't 
look as if it could collapse or 
as if she could fall off, 
(d) suitability as regards 
height, width, etc. It is 
almost as if she is his 
patient and he is to perform 
a simple operation, as does 
a dentist for example. In its 
design, a dentist's chair (or 
couch as it really is nowa- 


days) is  an_ excellent 
example of — functional 
efficiency. 


Thought a piano stool, 
its height boosted perhaps 
with a pillow or two, will 
do, a better solution would 


be an item of furniture 
specially made for the 
purpose. Nothing too 
elaborate, just a cross 


between a piano stool and a 
carpenters’ trestle. It would 


be heavily built, with splay 
legs, for stability, be 
somewhat higher than the 
usual piano stool, perhaps 
8” or 12” longer than the 
width of her hips and only 
about 6” or 8” wide, for her 
to bend over easily. Of 
course it would be very well 
padded, sprung even, and 
it might also have handles 
at the sides enabling her to 
take up position more 
easily. 

Bent over thus, the cane 
can descend vertically, as it 
always should, rather than 
slantwise. The stool is then 
placed in a clear area of the 
floor with nothing else near 
to impede him or to clutter 
the scene. Her toes should 
not rest on the floor but on 
a cushion or, better, her 
shins could even be sup- 
ported on a padded foot- 
stool, allowing her feet — 
always neatly together — to 
flex at the ankle and at the 
toes. Her hands should be 
on the floor, at least just 
before each stroke. 

Now the flat-out posi 
tion. If she is over his lap 
for a spanking, he could be 
sat on the end of a double 
bed but better would be a 
good long settee, it having 
no arms to get in the way. 
Ideally, one of the middle 
cushions would be re- 
moved, allowing him to sit 
several inches below the 
rest and her to lie more 
nearly flat, her feet and 
ankles projecting over one 
end. But if she is to be 
caned in the usual way then 
nothing could be better 
than a bed. She might lie 
straight on the bedspread 
but it would be better pre- 
paration for the bedclothes 
to have been removed 
previously, except for the 
bottom sheet (preferably, 
fitted) and a pillow or two 
on which she can support 
her upper chest and avoid 
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burying her face in the 
mattress. Flat-out is better 
but if there is a small pillow 
under her hips, it should 
raise them only an inch or 
two. Again, her feet 
(always together) and 
ankles should project over 
the end of the bed which, of 
course, is plain, without a 
tail-board. 

Her arms should either 
lie diagonally to the sides, 
as in Blushes 6, page 22, or 
be folded, with hands on 
lower back, as page 23, top, 
at least, just before each 
stroke. He should be sat on 
a straight-backed chair to 
one side, facing her and 
directly opposite her 
bottom. If the bed is wide, 
she whould lie near enough 
to his side and/or the cane 
should be long enough for 
him to be able to wield it 
effectively and without 
awkwardness. 

On any one occasion, for 


any one offence, it is vital to 
punish her in one position 
only. Anything else is un- 
workmanlike, implies he 
doesn’t know what he is 
doing, is done obviously for 
the sake of the audience — 
in the false belief that 
‘variety’ is what they want 
— and it ruins credibility. 
One position per occa- 
sion/offence is no problem 
in a video whereas in a 
magazine, you need a 
number of photos. But | 
would suggest that it is 
camera viewpoint which 
should change rather than 
her position. By showing 
her in one position, both 
from different angles and at 
different stages, cane 
raised, coming off, top of 
swing, descending, making 
contact, also by showing 
the preliminaries, accusa- 
tion, preparation, undress- 
ing, sentencing etc., you 
would get sufficient shots 


that way. Of course, they 
should succeed each other 
in a coherent way whether 
there is text or not. 

More than one form of 


punishment, in different 
positions perhaps, can be 
shown but different 
offences (or the same one 
repeated) on different 
occasions should be 
involved and between, 


there should be the passage 
of time, shown easily 
enough using close-ups of a 
calendar. Obviously the 
C.P. will escalate from 
relatively mild to more 
severe, perhaps from 
spanking to caning. But 
this is not always necess- 
ary. Even a one-hour video, 
properly done, might show 
just one session of punish- 
ment, one kind only in one 
position only. 

Clothing. First, his! He 
should be dressed comfort 
able and in workmanlike 
fashion, in slacks and shirt 
probably and perhaps 
wearing a tie for status and 
dignity. A jacket or blazer 
can be taken off and should 
be, at the appropriate point 
— an obvious play. Short 
sleeves are good but long 
sleeves are better. Again, it 
is good ‘business’ for him 
to fold one sleeve up above 
the elbow, slowly and 
deliberately — though 
without it being too ostent- 
atious — whilst she looks 





on in 
Whilst he does this, 
should be holding the cane 
and looking thoughtful. 


increasing dismay. 
he 


Her clothing is even 
more important. On no 
account should she ever be 
punished on anything but 
the bare bottom! It repre- 
sents ‘variety’ of the most 
spurious kind to begin the 
punishment with panties/ 
knickers up so that it can 
continue with them down, 
whilst not having them off 
at all is unthinkable. The 
latter is clearly unsatis- 
factory whilst ‘on and off’ 
implies that he is amateur- 
ish or incompetent. ‘Up, 
down, up, down’ etc. as | 
saw in one video, is a 
frenzied, distracting and 
thorougly unsatisfactory 
procedure. 

It can safely be said that 
in every case — with no 
exception — she will need 
to remove at least one 
article of clothing by way of 
preparation for her punish- 
ment. The first cardinal 
rule is that, for credibility’s 
sake, it should be the 
relevant items only, that is 
lower-body garments, not 
upper-body or, rather, not 
upper-body underwear. 
Occasionally — she having 
recently come out of the 
shower — this could be a 
bathrobe/dressing gown, 
all she has on, leaving her 
starkers. But in that case, 


‘he’ (the person’ in 
authority) would be her 
mother or aunt probably. 
But mostly, it will be 
some of her clothing only. 


Despite having talked 
about credibility and 
relevance, it cannot be 


denied that if she can end 
up bare from waist to toes, 
this is greatly to be pre- 
ferred. Stockings and 
suspender belts are all very 
well, but... The problem is 
how to achieve total nudity 
from the waist down 
without it seeming to be 
gratuitous, not natural. 

But the very worst 
conards of all in C.P. are 
the skirt gathered up and 
the panties merely lower- 
ed! What makes this very 
wrong is the ‘message’ it 
signals, that the punish- 
ment, in amount or dura- 
tion, do not really merit 
putting her to the ‘trouble’ 
of taking said articles right 
off. It says ‘This won't take 
amoment’. True or not, the 
signal is that her prepara 
tions can be skimped. 
Distinctly anti-eratic half- 
measures! ‘A job worth 
doing is worth doing well.’ 

No, the usual drill 
should be roughly as 
follows. (If she has come to 
his place, he will have 
relieved her of raincoat, 
umbrella etc. in the front 
hall, sometime previously.) 





‘Take off your jacket/ 
anorak.’ A second cardinal 
rule is that she removes her 
own clothing. With one 
exception — see later — he 
leaves her clothing entirely 
to her. But he issues 
directions of course, 
particular not general. He 
doesn’t say ‘Get un- 
dressed’ or ‘Get ready’ but 
specifies each article (or 
pair). 

‘You can hang it on the 
back of that chair.’ ‘Take 
off your shirt.’ Slacks are 
better as her legs can 
naturally be bare. Jeans are 
even better as she could 
need to remove shoes first. 
Shoes remaining on are 
somewhat off-putting and 
her toes cannot be seen to 
curl, later. If the jeans are 
snug enough, even her 
socks will come off in a 
natural fashion. 

Better if she’s wearing a 
shirt rather than a blouse. 
‘Come _ closer’. ‘Turn 
around’. He folds the tail of 
her shirt neatly to her waist 
and safety-pins it. This is 
the ‘exception’ mentioned 
above. ‘Good’. ‘Now 
these.’ He touches her hip, 
through her panties, 
lightly, with the back of his 
fingers. A frock should 
come right off. Above the 
waist she might be left in 
just a vest which, pushed 
up to her waist, will stay in 








In skirt or 
frock, she could be bare- 
legged of course which 


that position. 


solves the problem vf 
stockings. Slipper-type 
shoes should fall off at 
some stage, to be cleared 
out of the way and to leave 
her, as | say, in the ideal 
state of undress, bare from 
midriff to tootsies. Pyjamas 
are alright but there’s no- 
thing to take off except the 
trousers. 

Generally, her clothing 
should be simple, neat and 
tidy, leisure-type or office 
worker-type, nothing 
specialised, like jodhpurs, 
as they imply ‘instant 
punishment’ where is 
should a/ways follow from a 
‘sentence’ passed some 
time previously. The 
removal of clothing, parti- 
cularly the final item, 
offends her sense of 
modesty and this comes out 


in her hesitancy and the 
sluggishness of her move- 
ments, unbuckling a belt, 
unzipping, pulling down 
jeans, etc. Briskness is 
more fatal here than any- 
where else in the video. But 
obviously her reluctance is 
low-key or high-key depen- 
ding on their relationship, 
on whether it is a ‘routine’ 
event, part of his usual 
regime for her, or a ‘first 
time’, the two hardly 
knowing each other. 

In the latter case, she 
almost but not quite rebels 
at having to remove her 
panties, appeals to him so 
that he has, quietly, to 
insist: ‘If you were to be 
caned on the hand, would 
you expect to wear a glove’, 
etc, etc. Eyes downcast, 
she remains unresponsive 
for 10, 15, 20 seconds until 
he says, mildly, ‘I’m 
waiting!’ When she does 


give way, it is a climactic 
moment, a significant act of 
surrender, particularly as 
she hadn’t bargained for 
this, earlier. 

Implements. The flat of 
his hand, always with 
fingers together. A ruler — 
not the old-fashioned 12” 
wooden kind but a modern 
one, clear plastic, 18” 
(as bought) or 24” (cut 
down a little for ‘over the 
lap’), 1%” or 2” wide. A 
tawse, nice and flexible. A 
cane, 18” or 20” for “over 
the lap”, otherwise longer, 
perhaps 30”, crook-handle, 
thin and whippy, preferably 


no more than %” thick. 
Not slippers or __ hair- 
brushes; they are tradi- 


tional but too ad hoc and a 
ruler is surely better for 
spankings other than by 
hand. Though not made for 
the job, it almost looks as if 
it might have been. A belt 
also is too ad hoc and its 


formal equivalent, the 
tawse, is much superior. 
Never wooden — spoons, 


table tennis bats and such- 
like. Never a riding crop. 
C.P. can be pretty severe 
but should never appear to 
be brutal. If a riding crop, 
why not spurs?! Never a 
birch. 

Method of Application. 
In a word, slow but sure. 
Every smack, every stroke 
of the cane in particular, 
should be and appear to be 
finely judged. Whatever 
the implement, it should 
always be placed in position 
first, lightly in contact. He 
should ‘address’ her 
bottom! A blow should 
never be dealt casually, or 
come from out of the blue, 
as it were, either for her or 
the viewer! First, the cane. 
It should be placed on her 
bottom at right angles and 
level lightly and evenly in 
contact with the crests of 


’ 


both buttocks, the tip 
projecting 2” or so beyond 
her. To achieve eveness of 
contact, he may well need 
to be seated. It should then 
be held quite motionless for 
a minimum of 10 seconds. 
Like a golf pro before a vital 
putt (but with the differ- 
ence that in this case the 
implement is held quite 
still), he concentrates on 
getting the stroke exactly 
right, in both weight and 
direction. She also should 
be motionless. Any wriggl- 
ing and he withdraws the 
cane, quietly tells her to 
settle down and waits until 
she does before replacing it 
and beginning again. After 
at least 10 seconds, he 
raises it slowly, not very 
high — hand barely above 
his head, if he is sitting — 
pauses just a moment and 
brings it down for a nice, 
firm, crisp stroke, even and 
precise, with no limp wrist. 
The cane is seen to bite and 
he waits a second or two 
before withdrawing _ it. 
Without otherwise moving 
out of position, she should 
normally be allowed to rub 


her bottom after ‘each 
stroke, perhaps for a 
minute or more, before 


being required to return 
her hands to their original 
position, with a word, 
‘hands away’ or simply 
‘hands’. Any delay of more 
than, say, 5 seconds, and, 
very lightly, he just touches 
her hands with the cane. 
Any further delay, more 
than 5 seconds, and he 
awards an extra stroke for 
recalcitrance, in accordance 
with the formal warning 
given before she too up 
position, and saying, 
almost apologetically, ‘I did 
warn you!’ 

Her hands back where 
they were, he does not 
hurry to reposition the cane 
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but waits a good half 
minute before doing so, 
quietly noting her reactions 
generally. Before doing so, 
he sees that her buttocks 
are nice and flaccid, not 
tensed, in accordance with 
instructions given previous- 
ly and if not, also tells her 
and waits for her to relax 
her bottom. Before he 
positions the cane again, he 
says ‘Number ?’ to which 
she should reply ‘Number 
two’, ‘Number three’, or 
whatever referring to the 
next stroke. The complete 
cycle should take a mini- 
mum of two minutes, 
perhaps longer provided 
the impression given is not 
one of undue delay but 
simply ‘no rush’. As the 
arm is raised, he cocks his 
wrist upwards, straighten- 
ing it again as the arm 
descends so that the force 
of the stroke derives much 
more from the writ than 


from the bicep. He puts 
‘snap’ into it. Strokes are 
administered only to the 
bottom, never to the thighs, 
let alone the calves. They 
are confined, at their 
furthest extent, to the area 
from just above the crease 
to an inch or two below the 
top of the cleft. But if 
possible they should be 
more closely grouped, 
within a narrow band of 
perhaps no more than 4” or 
so in width. All the strokes 
should be fairly parallel 
though perhaps the last two 
can be ‘diagonalized’, 
distinctly so, to form a neat 
cross. He sits fairly still, 
does not go ‘walkabout’ 
Thus each stroke becomes a 
separate event in its own 
right, which it surely 
deserves. As I’m sure 


you'll agree, even one good 
firm stroke on the bare 
bttom is quite something! It 
should be 


treated with 











respect and allowed to work 
its own magic, not be 
crowded off the stage by its 
successor. The ‘rubbing 
concession’ might perhaps 
be withdrawn for the two 
final strokes though the two 
minute cycle should 
remain. 

Hand-spanking is a 
different matter. Of course 
it would be very unsatis- 
factory to have 2 minutes 
between smacks but they 
should not follow on too 
closely either. Using the 
bicep this time and keeping 
the wrist fairly stiff, a rate 
of no more than 12 a 
minute, perhaps _ less, 
should apply. | should say 6 
per half minute because 
smacks should be given in 
groups of 6, with perhaps 
one minute or so between 
groups, to allow for effect. 
So 3 dozen smacks would 
take close on 10 minutes. 
Same for a ruler perhaps 
which, here, is really a 
hand substitute. But the 
wrist should predominate, 
the same as for the cane. 

Reasons for Punishment 
Because most people have 
a sense of justice, it is 
important that she be 
punished only for some 
pretty good reason, never 
for something trivial, and 
the severity of the punish- 
ment should relate to the 
seriousness of the offence. 
She should get only what 
she deserves. Perhaps the 
‘best’ type of offence is a 
moral one, such as shop- 
lifting, and if possible there 
should be incontrovertible 
proof, like the security 
system video of a depart- 
ment store for example. 
Otherwise, an admission of 
guilt, made reluctantly, is 
good, as it is if any excuses, 
please of ignorance etc. can 
be shown up as worthless. 
She should be seen event- 
ually to have known what 


she was doing or, better, to 
recognise her guilt. 

The offence can be a 
disciplinary one but the 
rule broken should be a rea- 
sonable and obviously 
necessary one which she 
has ignored wilfully, this 
having or being easily 
capable of having very 
unfortunate results for her 
or for others. She might 
have done something 
stupid like going on thin ice 
over a deep pond when 
warning notices are dis- 
played and anyway he has 
told her not to, someone 
had fallen in recently. Or a 
window might have been 
broken in a ball game, a 
valuable vase damaged and 
water and flowers scattered 
over his papers. Again, she 
might have acted with 
gross lack of consideration 
for others, been very bad 
mannered indeed, behaved 
intolerably. 

Finally, it might be an 
accumulation of offences, 
each in itself not quite 
sufficient reason for 
punishment. If it is his 
regime which she has re- 
peatedly offended against 
then each offence, still, 
should have some  sub- 
stance. She might have 
been very late for a meal 
with no reasonable excuse 
or she might have left her 
room very untidy despite 
being asked not to and 
there should be a minimum 
of 3 or 4 offences before 
there is a reckoning. This 
would imply black marks 
and a punishment book 
with her having to make the 
entries in it, in front of him, 
and eventually, having to 
fetch it, if the ‘account’ is 


overdue, at a set time, 
probably on a weekend 
evening. (They are sat 


together reading when he 
looks up, glances at the 
clock, then at her, mentions 


2: 


an 





the time, says he believes 
they have some ‘business’ 
to conduct and sends her to 
fetch the ‘Punishment 
Book’. With leaden feet, 
she does so, etc.) 

Camerawork etc. Before 
say, a caning actually 
commences, there will be 
ample opportunity for 
different. camera view- 
points, close-ups, etc., also 
good reason for cutting 
from one to another. But 
before the first stroke, as 
soon as she is in position, 
the camera should go to /ts 
best position and stay there 
throughout the — punish- 
ment, put down roots. And 
there should be just one 
single take. After all, if a 
third party were present — 
and of course the camera 
represents him — he would 
surely sit still to observe, 
not jump up and run 
around. 
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That best position will 
doubtless be a % view, as it 
were, with the camera axis 
at an angle of about 45° to 
the line of her legs, the 
camera slightly higher than 
her so as to give a good 
view of her bottom — not 
just a profile of course. But 
her bottom should occupy 
only the centre of the 
frame. The view should be 
pretty comprehensive, 
should show all of her, head 
to toe, and all of him too, 
seated on the far side of 
her. This is important 
because it is the gir/ who is 
being punished, not merely 
her bottom, and she is 
being punished by him, not 
merely by the cane! Also, 
it is most important that the 
stroke should be seen in its 
entirety, without the cane 
disappearing off screen. 
For it to reappear suddenly 
from out of frame is one of 





the worse possible mis- 
takes. Again, it is very 
important that she should 
be motionless at the 
moment of contact as other- 
wise that contact will be 
lost to the camera, will just 
not be visible. 

During punishment, 
there should be a minimum 
of talk. More than that is 
not necessary and, like a 
‘busy’ camera, it can serve 
only to distract the viewer. 
Like the majority, he should 
wield the cane with his 
right hand and she should 
be positioned with her hand 
to his left. 

Duration and amount. 
In a C.P. video, things 
should never be rushed. A 
spanking might well take 10 
minutes or more, a caning 
rather more again, espec- 
ially if there is a break half- 
way. Amounts should not 
be too little, of course, but 
should not be too great 
either, particularly for the 
sake of credibility. Quality 


should outweigh quantity. 
A spanking _ especially 
should not be ‘intermin- 


able’, with perhaps well 
over a hundred smacks 
raining down. Four dozen 
or 50 should be the maxi- 
mum, with perhaps 3 dozen 
a typical amount. Better a 
smaller number, adminis- 
tered carefully, than a 
larger number applied 
carelessly. In the case of 
the cane, there might be a 
minimum of 12 strokes, 
plus one or two possible 
extras, with perhaps 8 
strokes the more usual. 8 or 
more should be given in 
two parts, with a break of 5 
or 10 minutes, during 
which she may get up or 
stay in position as she 


wishes. He calls time, of 
course. Punishment should 
never be open-ended as 
seem 


otherwise it will 


casual or capricious when it 
should be always formal, 
even quasi-judicial. She 
should always be sentenced 
to a definite amount, this 
not long before punishment 
and after disrobing rather 
than before. He adheres to 
this amount strictly, unless 
of course she earns, and is 
seen clearly to earn a little 
extra for bad behaviour 
during or just before 
punishment, against which 
he tias formally warned 
her. He never loses count, 
never asks ‘How many is 
that?’, not —_ forgetfully 
anyway, though he may 
require her to keep count as 
an item of discipline. 
Demeanour and expres- 
sion. Many a video is let 
down somewhat by his 
incorrect attitude or hers, 
particularly as revealed in 
facial expression. She is 
about to undergo some- 
thing of an ordeal and her 


face should show it. Of 
course, there is less 
difficulty with ‘during’, 


when she should not need 
to act, than with ‘before’ 
when she does need to look 
convincing. 

Mild annoyance, for 
example, won't do. There 
are at least two cases. If she 
is tough, if punishment for 
her is somewhat old hat, 
she might look sullen and 
‘stroppy’ at the prospect. 


Otherwise, without over- 
acting, she might look 
scared, almost as if she 


were going to ‘the block’ 
instead of over a_ stool. 
Again, a look of resignation 
might be appropriate. 
There might be a progres- 
sion, from uncertainty, 
through increasing dismay, 
to apprehension. Guilt, 
contrition, a willingness to 
expiate might all appear on 
her face. 

During punishment, a 





caning in particular, there 
should also be a progres- 
sion, naturally, from a 
sharp intake of breath, 
through ‘oohs’ and ‘eews, 
to tears. 

He should be and 
appear to be: alert, dispas- 
sionate, businesslike (but 
not brisk), purposeful, 
experienced, decisive, aut- 
horitative, competent, calm 
and collected, both firm 
and gentle, considerate, 
reasonably patient, under- 
standing and quietly 
matter-of-fact (I’m going to 
give you eight strokes of 
the cane.’) He should do 
most of the talking. She 
tends to speak only in reply 
to questions and answers 
briefly and meekly. He 
almost always looks directly 
at her, she, often, at the 
floor. Above all, he is 
methodical. 

Discipline and _ ritual. 
Both during punishment 
and before, there should be 
a certain amount of these 
but nothing very exagger- 
ated and only what is 
relevant. For example, 
exercises, running on the 
spot and so on are all very 
well but because they 
distract, especially through 
their utter irrelevance, they 
should be. ruled out. A 
pudding can be over- 
egged! But before punish- 
ment, when he has various 





things to say to her, he 
should be seated in a 
comfortable (fairly upright) 
chair whilst he has her 
standing before him. He 
should tell her to stand to 
attention, not rigidly so, 
but he can require her to 
put her feet together and 
arms to her sides. Obvious- 
ly, she shouldn't be allowed 
simply to slouch. Hands-on 
head might be appropriate 
sometimes. 

In position for punish- 
ment, hands are important 
of course — they should be 
where he requires, on the 
floor, to her sides, on her 
lower back etc. He should 
require legs straight and 
feet together, at least 
before a stroke, and like- 
wise, her bottom should not 
be tensed. Immediately, 
before positioning the cane 
he might require her to give 
the number of the next 
stroke, saying simply 
‘Number ?’, she replying 
‘Number Three’ etc. She 
should be required always 
to remove her own clothing, 
as necessary, item by item 
(or pair), at his command, 
folding it or disposing of it 
neatly. 

The main bit of ritual 
will be having to appear for 
punishment at a ‘special’ 
time and place — punish- 
ment.never being ‘instant’. 
But also, if some item like a 


cane, punishment book, 
etc, needs to be fetched — 
usually from a cupboad, 
nearly, the other side of the 
room, etc. — then she 
should be sent for it, always 
at the appropriate point in 
the proceedings. Heavier 
items like a stool are dealt 
with by him. 

Holding the cane, he 
can roll up a sleeve (per- 
haps having taken off his 
jacket previously), flex the 
cane briefly with both 
hands, make a trial stroke 
or two in the air, but all of 


these should be under- 
stated, not exaggerated. 
She bites her lip. He 


doesn’t tap his hand with 
the cane as this implies 
impatience. Things are 
done in easy stages. He 
doesn’t tell her ‘Get over 
the stool,’ but first has her 
stand close to it. Then he 
delivers a little homily 
about the necessity for the 
punishment, how he would 
like very much to be able to 
let her off but how this 
would really be against her 
best interests in the long 
run, how he would be 
failing in his duty towards 
her. In future years, she 
will look back and be 


thankful for the correction 
he is about to give her, etc. 
‘That's about all | have to 
say just now. Have you any 
questions?’ 


Shake of the 





head. ‘Right... Then over 
you go!’ Another climactic 
moment: a long pause, then 
her final surrender. He 
helps her into position, she 
settles herself, he sits 
down, checks her position, 
correcting it as necessary 


and enquires ‘Are you 
reasonably comfortable?’ 
‘Then we'll begin.’ He 


positions the cane, without 
hurrying to do so. She has 
to await his pleasure, as it 
were. The main bits of 
discipline, by far, are 
having to stay in position, 
until he says, and not 
putting her hand in the 
way, with the penalty of 
extra should she offend in 
this respect. He warns her 
beforehand that any rank 
disobedience will make her 
liable to extra, that the 
‘sentence’ is the minimum, 
though that is a// she will 
get /fshe behaves herself. 


Time and place. De- 
pending on circumstances, 
the place should always be 
somewhere like his study, 
her bedroom, the library, 
his home — if they do not 
share an address. At a 
pinch, a lounge will do, it’s 
better than, say, a kitchen. 
But odd places should be 
avoided, even a bathroom, 
let alone a railway guard’s 
van, for example. The 
venue should be comfort- 


27 


able, even cosy, reasonably 
spacious, private, seclud- 
ed, perhaps an oak-beamed 
room, perhaps with an open 
fire, the sort of scene 
brilliantly evoked in 
Blushes 6, Bleak House 

| particularly liked the 
idea of the grandfather 
clock tick-tocking away ‘the 
thwack of the cane about its 
work’ and would add the 
sounds of the wind sighing 
in the trees outside and of 
rain lashing against the 
window panes. Delicious! 
The idea in Bleak House of 
privacy through seclusion, 
considerably heightens the 
eroticism. It is important 
that their relationship can 
be worked out somewhere 
free from the danger that 
others might intrude. The 
room might have shadows 
in the corners but should be 
quite well lit over the bed or 
over the stool. Antique 
furniture might be prefer- 
able. He could draw the 
curtains when they enter 
the room. 

The time of punishment 
should invariably be in the 
evening, when most people 
are at their leisure pursuits, 
and it should usually be at 
the weekend, particularly a 
Saturday, when most are 
taking their ease. 

She may have been sent 
to the room beforehand, 
but if so, it is merely to wait 
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rather than to prepare. 
The Story Line. Every 


C.P. video should tell a 
story, albeit a simple one, 
in a plain, straightforward 
fashion. The story should 
be in three main parts, 
should have a beginning, a 
middle and an end (other 
than hers, that is!) 
Depending upon 
circumstances, the preli- 
minaries might show some 
combination of the follow- 
ing: her being warned, 
committing an offence — or 
several, being caught, 
being accused, attempting 
to defend herself, her 
defence collapsing, being 
faced with a choice between 
C.P. and something worse 
and finally, being sen- 
tenced to C.P. at some later 
time or date and in a suit- 
able place. It is a/ways 
deferred, never given there 
and then, for some good 
reason. The middle bit, 
again depending upon cir- 
cumstances, might show 
her arriving at his place, 
waiting outside his study, 
her ‘up before the beak’, 
him addressing a few words 
to her on her misdemean- 


ours, her having to un- 
dress, preparations in 
general, him sentencing 
her and = warning her 
against recalcitrance and, 
finally, just before she 
takes up position, him 





underlining the necessity 
and likely good effects of 
correction. 

Lastly, of course, comes 
the punishment, which 
must always be a culmina- 
tion, the climax to what has 
gone before. It must be 
built-up to and many a 
video is spoiled by launch- 
ing straight into it. 

Miscellaneous. Lastly, a 
few ‘odd’ points. The most 
important feature of all, the 
girl, | haven't yet men- 
tioned! None of the girls in 
Blushes 6 is bad looking of 
course and some of the 
shots are very nice and/or 
marvellously lit and photo- 
graphed. Page 32/33: 
beautiful view of her 
bottom, but it cries out for a 
‘repeat’, from a_ higher 
viewpoint. Ditto page 49, 
top, page 48, waste of a 
complete page, | fear! Page 
60, top, nice bottom. Page 
60, bottom, nice face but 
I'm not sure about the 
appropriateness of her 
expression. Page 61, 
bottom, lovely bottom, 
nicely reddened, terrific 
highlights, should have 
been full page. 

But may | put in a 
strong plea for the more 
slender sort of girl, parti- 
cularly with slim thighs? A 
slim, vulnerable-looking 


bottom — providing it is 
well-formed and soft — can 


be very, very appealing. 
| hope you can see your 
way clear to making a video 


along the principles I've 
outlined — I’m sure it 
would be a_ sensation. 
Please do your best. 

Your readers, and 
viewers, greatly admire the 
female derriere, of course. 
The word ‘arse’ is crude 
and ugly, indeed is intend- 
ed to be. It is a most inap- 
propriate term and | wish 
that you would exclude it 
from Blushes, leave it to 
down-market magazines. 

Best wishes to you and 
your staff and may success 
attend the magazine and 
the videos 

C.P. VIDEO FAN 


P.S. When talking to her, 
he should not rush things, 
should make good use of 
pauses. He might require 
her to address him as ‘Sir’, 


‘Father’, ‘Uncle’. Occa- 
sionally, he should call her 
‘Young lady’. 


Suggested name for a 


C.P. magazine yours if 
you wish, gratis 
BUTTERCUP, (Buttock 
Up!) 


In a C.P. video, we are 
watching an exercise in 
discipline and that word 
applies not only to the 
actual punishment but also 
to the conduct he expects 
from her during it. 
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week-end whilst she was to 
be transferred into the care 
of another Member of this. 
but secret and 
werful, Organisation 
ich Uncle Dennis had 
mehow managed to join. It 
ull very dist 
seemed best to 
it. For thet 
anyway. That spanking she 
had got from her Guardian 
earlier in the week still 
lingered hotly in her 
memory. It had gone on and 
on and on, until she had 
thought she simply could not 
bear one single slap more. 
But she had had to. No... 
Charlotte did not wish a 
repeat of that performance 
and she was quite certain 
that Uncle Dennis would be 
perfectly happy to give it. 

“How long before we get 
there?” 

‘About an hour, Miss 
Charlotte.” 

Charlotte pouted again. 
What a bore! She could 
certainly have done with a 
cigarette to while away the 
time and quieten her nerves. 
However, in the first place, 
she hadn't got any (since she 
had not dared take a packet 
from her secret cache, kept 
in the bottom drawer of her 
tallboy) and, in the second 
place, if she had had any, 
she was sure this grumpy old 
man in the driving seat 
would have reported back. 
How tedious life was! What 
bliss it would be to be 18 and 
a person in her own right! 
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able it appeared — even if 
the bed was a four-poster 
and more portrait- 
pictures glared indifferently 
or accusingly down from 
beige-coloured walls. ‘I am 
Sir Algernon’s house- 
keeper,’ announced the 
Victorian figure a shade 
unnecessarily ‘He is 
expecting you. When you 
have freshened up, go down 
to his study. Turn left at the 
bottom of the staircase and 
knock on the second door on 
the right. And don’t take 
longer than ten minutes.’ 

‘Sir Algernon who?’ 
enquired Charlotte. 

‘Sir Algernon Barford,’ 
came a _ snappy reply. 
‘Amongst other things, a 
J.P. and a lay preacher. A 
most repected member of 
our local community. I advise 
you to be on your best 
behaviour during your stay 
here, iss.” 

“Yer Fe) | * 
nodded Charlotte. She did 
indeed, in that moment, 
standing there in her 
horrible school uniform, feel 
a ‘young miss’. 

For minutes Charlotte sat 
miserably and undecidedly 
on the bed, before going into 
the bathroom which was en 
suite. So she was the guest of 
Sir Algernon Barford, was 
she? At the back of her mind 
came a_ little tickle of 
mem Had there not been 
someone called Algernon on 
that awful Organisation 
Committee she had had to go 
to before? 


* 


Second door on the right, 
the housekeeper had said. 
Charlotte stood hesitantly 
before it, feeling her heart 
pounding faster. Then she 
knocked timidly 

‘Come...’ said a distant 
voice and Charlotte turned 
an ornate handle and enter- 
ed. At first, the study — 
which was lined with book- 

helves and somewhat over- 
crowded with furniture — 
seemed empty. Then she 
realised the voice must have 
come from the high-backed 
leather armchair set before a 
hugh marble fireplace. 

‘L.. I'm Charlotte,’ she 
announced nervously. 

‘Ahh... Dennis Romsey’s 
ward. You were expected. 
Come round here by the fire. 
I expect you're a bit chilled.’ 
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This was getting embarrassing! Philip Barclay adjusted his position in his deep 
armchair so that he might appear to be more at ease than he actually was and” 
answered his visitor's question with a nod. A slight sweat broke out under his 

hairline. 

‘So —’ The man smiled knowingly. ‘Sarah at least knows what it’s for eh?’ A 
chuckle, and a note on the pad on his lap. ‘Any other — er —’ experience in that line’ 
Philip shifted awkwardly in his seat. 

“Well, when I was a good bit younger —’ he began, but the enquirer 
interrupted him. 

“Sorry — I was referring to the girl. Has she had any other sexual experience? I 
presume that any such experience would be known to you’. 

Philip took his point; it would indeed be known to him, certainly not to anyone else 
though. He'd kept young Sarah on a very tight rein in that respect. He folded his 
hands in his lap and watched the ends of his fingers. 

‘Ah — well, ‘variations on a theme’. don’t you know? There are only so many things 
you can do without completely outraging one’s conscience.’ 








‘L see’ The visitor wrote ‘Limited sexual experience’ but was careful not to let 
Sarah’s ‘guardian’ see the comment. He pondered for a moment then shut his book 
with a plop. ‘Well, that'll do for background, I dare say. Sarah will be going to 
Algernon Bowford next weekend, if that’s alright with you?’ He waited for Philip 
to nod before continuing. ‘I see she’s interested in music. I expect Algernon will 
encourage her to play the piano whilst she’s with him; he too has an interest in 
music you know.’ 

‘Lsee —' Philip sought for the right words. ‘Er — who will I be-er-getting?’ He 
almost added the words ‘in return’ but stopped himself in time. 

‘Nice young lady named Pauline.’ He smiled again. ‘Can’t ask you to let us have her 
back in exactly the condition you get her in, of course, but I would ask you to take 
the usual precautions, just in case the girl’s silly enough not to look after those 
things herself. Can do?’ 

Philip nodded and glanced with more than a passing interest at the photograph he 
was handed, relegating consideration of what his own Sarah might have to go 
through to a dim and rarely-explored corner of his mind. 

To Sir Algernon, whose substantial country home was only a few miles away 
although Philip Barclay wouldn't find that out for several months at least, next 
weekend with Sarah was only a thought for the future in a corner of his mind; today 
he was looking forward to the imminent arrival of one Charlotte, whose pre- 


enrolment ‘interview’ he had attended some weeks previously. 
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Charlotte went and stood 
with her back to a glowing 
log fire, feeling the heat on 
the backs of her thighs. Yes, 
it was that same Algernon 
who had been on the Com- 
mittee. She felt herself 
flushing, remembering what 
had happened to her that 
day; knowing all he must 
have seen. Pale blue eyes, 
rather prominent, were 
roving upon her. A tongue 
licked over rather fleshy lips. 
In the silence, Charlotte 
became aware of the ticking 
of a grandfather clock. 

‘I... I don’t quite know 
why... why I’m here...’ said 
Charlotte at last. 

For a while, Sir Algernon 
still said nothing. When he 
did so, his voice was just a 
shade strident. ‘It is not the 
policy of our Organisation to 
give reasons to minors,’ he 
said. ‘Wards are simply ex- 
changed between Members, 
from time to time, for the 
benefit of their upbringing. 
It is a well-known fact that a 
Guardian can become over- 
fond of someone who has 
been put in their charge and 
this can lead to him — or her 
— going ‘soft’ on her up- 
bringing and even neglecting 


her moral and physical 
training.” 
What a pompous old 


bore, thought Charlotte. She 
could well imagine him pont- 
ificating from the Bench 
before sentencing some poor 
miscreant. 

‘I... I understand,’ she 
heard herself saying. 

‘I hope you do, Char- 
lotte,’ came the reply. ‘And 
incidentally, you address me 
as SIR.” 

"Yes... SIR...’ 

‘And I hope, while you 
are here you will show 
proper respect and obed- 
ience to myself and Miss 
Bryant. If there's one thing I 
can't abide in a girl of your 
age, it’s cheekiness.’ 

‘No, sir...’ Charlotte had 
already decided that a low 
profile was definitely going 
to be the right policy for the 
coming week-end. Another 
long silence ensued, during 
which Sir Algernon rather 
irritatingly kept on cracking 
his knuckles. Those pale blue 
eyes never ceased to rove; 
the fleshy lips looked wetter. 
Charlotte felt ridiculous 
standing there in her school 
uniform, not knowing what 
to do with her hands. But 
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what else could she do? 
Perhaps she might ask if she 
could have some supper, for 
she felt quite hungry. She 
was trying to make up her 
mind when her temporary 
Guardian spoke again. 

‘Lam afraid, Charlotte, a 
rather serious matter has 
come up,’ he said. ‘A short 
while before you arrived, 1 
had a telephone communica- 
tion from Mr Romsey.” 

Charlotte felt her heart 
give an extra thump. ‘Oh? 
What did he want? Does he 
want me back?’ she asked 
hopefully. Even home would 
be better than this gloomy 
place. 

‘On the contrary,’ replied 
Sir Algernon. ‘And he gave 
me some specific instruc- 
tions.” 

Charlotte had a rather 
sick feeling in the pit of her 
stomach. ‘Oh... what?’ 

‘I will first give you the 


facts, Miss,’ said — Sir 
Algernon. ‘After you left, 
your Guardian made a 


routine inspection of your 
bedroom. An important pre- 
caution with girls of your 
age, in my view. During the 
course of this inspection, he 
opened various drawers to 
see if you were concealing 


anything illicit. And, of 
course Charlotte, you know 
you were.” 

Charlotte felt herself 


going hot and cold all over. 


There were quite a number 
of things she had been 
concealing. Which of these 
had been discovered? 

“Wh-what...’ she began, 
but Sir Algernon held up a 
hand to silence her. 

‘Cigarettes were  dis- 
covered," announced Sir 
Algernon in his best Bench 
voice. 

‘And, as you also know, 
young lady, you are express- 
ly forbidden to smoke. It is 
certainly something I find an 
anathema, in young girls 
particularly.’ 

Charlotte crossed her 
fingers behind her back. 
Lucky it was only the fags, 
she thought. Now, if it had 
been that vibrator, she 
reckoned she really would 
have been in the soup. 
Obviously she would have to 
find far better hiding places 
in future. 

‘I only smoke very 
occasionally, Sir,’ she said. 

‘Even one is too much,’ 
snapped Sir Algernon. ‘But 
that is only part of it. The 
main point is that you were 
disobeying instructions laid 
down by your Guardian. Is 
that not so?” 





yes, 1 suppose 


SO... 
‘Suppose!’ snapped Sir 
Algernon. ‘There's no 
suppose about it. It’s a fact.” 
He paused, tapping fingers 
together. ‘As you will be 


aware, Charlotte, your 
Guardian would have 
punished you for this 


offence. Since you are absent 
from home for the time 
being, he has delegated me 
to carry out the punishment 
he himself would have 
administered..." 

A gasp from Charlotte as 
she covered her face with her 
hands. 

*... in fact, Mr Romsey 
told me directly to deal with 
the matter immediately on 
your arrival. That I now 
intend to do.’ Sir Algernon 
stood up and something like 
panic gripped Charlotte. 

‘Oh... oh please,’ she 
half sobbed. ‘It... it’s not all 
that serious. Lots of girls 
smoke nowadays.’ 

‘That is not the point,’ 
replied that rasping Bench 
voice. ‘You are not ‘lots of 
girls’. You are one, Charlotte 
— in Mr Romsey’s charge. 
He is responsible for your 
behaviour and you have dis- 
obeyed him. I may add, 
young lady, that your 
Guardian left the punish- 
ment to me. Let me tell you 
that I consider such an 
offence a serious one and, 
accordingly, I intend to cane 
you!’ 

‘Oh no! Oh no... n-not 
the c-cane!’ cried Charlotte, 
filled with sudden terror. She 
had been strapped and she 
had been manually spanked 

















but never had she been 
caned. She knew it would be 
quite awful, hurting far 
more. That was bad enough 
to know, worse was the 
knowledge that it would be a 
complete stranger doing it. A 
horrible old pop-eyed lecher 
in his fifties! 

Sir Algernon was opening 
a cupboard on the far side of 
the study; out was coming a 
hook-handled cane. Slim, 
pale yellow, _ polished. 
Charlotte, freezing inside, 
watched him flex it easily 
into a semi-circle with his 
fingers. The tip sprang up 
whippily when released. 

‘No...no..’ she heard 
herself pleading. ‘Couldn't 
you... couldn't you just... 
just spank me... just this 
time... I won't ever smoke 
again. I swear, Sir, I swear!" 

Sir Algernon, tall and 
angular, greying and 
balding, advanced acro$s the 
toom. ‘You are going to be 
caned, Charlotte,” he said. 
‘And you deserve to be. 
Promises are easy to make, 
but the rod makes sure you 
keep such promises.’ My 
God, thought Charlotte des- 
perately, this is becoming 
more like something out of 
the Victorian era every 
moment! Should she run? 
Would she escape anyway? 
More than likely that House- 
keeper was standing outside 
the door at that very mo- 
ment. Wouldn't she just be 
making matters worse for 
herself? 

‘Remove your knickers, 
Charlotte.’ 

‘Oh no, please... it... it's 
not r-right...” 

‘Remove your knickers, 
Charlotte. Then bend over 
the arm of this chair.’ 

The cane whacked 
viciously down on the leather 
arm of the chair in which Sir 
Algernon had recently been 
seated and Charlotte fline- 
hed with dread. How would 
she be able to bear it? 

‘P-plea....eeeease!’ Oh 
what a beseeching cry! 

‘Unless, Charlotte, you 
want me to ring for Miss 
Bryant, who will do it for 
you. The consequences of 
that being your punishment 
will be increased. Doubled, I 
would say.” 

‘No...no...000’ Charlotte 
was panicking but she 
realised that what was being 
said was spoken in deadly 
ernest. There was no way 





























out. ‘A-alright... alright... 
I'll do it... but please... 
please... don’t be too h-hard 
on me. 

Sir Algernon’s features 
were implacable. As a 
he was quite used to hea 
pleading from those who had 
been found guilty. It always 
left him quite unmoved. He 
watched as _— Charlotte's 
hands went up under her 
gym slip and, moments later, 
down came a pair of blue 
serge knickers. Sir ‘Algernon 
experienced a stirring in his 
loins. What bygone 
memories those __ school 
knickers evoked! How en- 
chanting they were! He far 
preferred them to any fancy 
pair of silk or nylon briefs. 
Charlotte stood shaking, 
feeling even more vulnerable 
now with nothing on under- 
neath. 

‘Ihave decided,” said the 
Bench voice, ‘that your 
offence merits eight strokes, 
Charlotte. Eight hard 
strokes, Charlotte...” 

‘Ohhh...n-nooo... please" 

i however, if you 
attempt to evade or ward off 
any stroke, that stroke will 
be repeated. Is that quite 
clear, young lady?” 

‘Oh please... not too 
hard...’ 

‘Is it clear, young lady?" 

"Yes... yes, Sir...’ 

‘Very well then, bend 
over the arm of this chair and 
put your face into its 
cushion." Once more the 
cane whacked down on to 
polished leather. Charlotte 
felt her buttock cheeks 
clench involuntarily with 
dread. She was aware that, if 
she did not do as she had 
been told without delay, 
worse would happen. 
Already sobbing, she knelt 
by the side of the cha’ 
hoisted herself up and over 
its arm. She felt the cane flip 
up her gym slip and knew 
her bare bum was now fully 
exposed to the old lecher. 
The flesh was  goose- 
pimpling at the thought of 
what was to come. 

Meanwhile, ‘the old 
lecher’ was gazing with 
infinite satisfaction at the 
two curvaceous globes of 
young female flesh exposed 
to him. He had seen them 
before, of course, and had 
much appreciated = them 
then. However, being in a 
position to deal with them 
was quite another matter. A 










































matter most pleasing. How 
sumptuous were those 
cheeks! How deliciously they 
kept on quivering. and 
twitching in anticipation. 
Very understandable, of 
course. 

‘I advise you, Charlotte,’ 
he said, ‘to take a hard grip 
on the edge of that cushion... 
because, when I lay a cane 
across a young lady's 
bottom, she knows all about 
it!’ 

Moaning, nates clench- 
ing more rapidly, Charlotte 
not only gripped the edge of 
the cushion with all her 
might, she bit fiercely into it, 
too. 

Sir Algernon Barford, 
J.P., felt an exquisite shaft 
of lust go through his being 
as he tapped the tip of the 
cane on Charlotte’s lush 
bottom-flesh, watching the 
girl squirm — sidev in 
dread. Then he gave it to 
her. 

Sswwe raacckkk! 

‘Right across the very 
centre. The slim willow 
burying momentarily deep, 
then springing away, leaving 
a bright red, twin-tracked 
weal. Charlotte, never 
having experienced quite 
such intense pain before, 
catapulted up off the arm of 
the chair, hands clamping 
frantically to her bottom as 
she twisted down on to the 
carpet. 

‘Oooowww...ooowww... 
OOOOWWWWW!’ she 
cried out disbelievingly. 

‘Seven more like that to 
come, Charlotte,’ said that 
pompous voice from above 
her. ‘I don’t think you'll be 
smoking again in a hurry.’ 

‘No...000...1 can’t stand 
that... Ican’t... [can’t...” 

‘You can.. and will,’ 
replied Sir Algernon calmly. 
‘I know it’s unpleasant; I 
know it hurts. But ultimately 
it’s for your own good. Come 
along, young lady, let’s have 
you back over again.’ The 
whippy cane tapped on 
curving leather. 

‘Please...no...000.... 
please...’ 
“Do you want me to send 
for Miss Bryant?’ 

‘NO...000!" 

‘Move then, Charlotte. 
Hands away... and get your 
backside presented again. 
Your punishment has only 
just begun.” 

Sobbing and _ sobbing, 
bottom twisting and flinch- 
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ing, Charlotte somehow 
made herself drape herself 
over the arm again. Reluct- 
antly... most reluctantly... 
she removed her hands. And 
Sir Algernon, ever ready to 
take advantage of a well- 
presented, fulsome young 
bottom, whiplashed the cane 
down again. 


* * * 


Charlotte’s first caning 
took a good twenty minutes. 
Each stroke was interspersed 
with much weeping and 
pleading. Also, a mounting 
series of threats from Sir 
Algernon. He was delighted 
that the girl earned herself 
two extra strokes for taking 
the brunt of a couple of his 
savage cuts across her 
wrists. Tears and beseeching 
did not deter him. He was 
punishing justly and punish- 
ing well. This girl would 
never forget the lesson he 
was giving her. Was he not 
saving her from a lifetime of 
nicotine addiction? 

Yes, he was. But, at the 
same time, he was giving 
himself the hardest erection 
he has achieved for months! 
Oh wat a marvellous young 
bottom it was! Oh how it 
quaked and shuddered! Oh 
how it writhed and writhed 
as each searing stroke bit 
into it! 

Again and again, Sir 
Algernon waited patiently 
until Charlotte forced herself 
back over the arm of his 
chair, ready for the next cut 
to come. After all, he was in 
no hurry. He would have 
been delighted to spend 
most of the evening watching 
this curvaceous young 
creature getting her bottom 
up for his attention. 

Then, when it was at last 
in position, he would keep it 
waiting. Delighting in those 
frantic clenchings of dread... 
those jerks and twists of 
anguished —_ apprehension. 
Until the moment came and 
he would lash down yet 
again. Just as hard as he 
could. 











* * * 


You don’t seem to have 
started the week-end off too 
well, Charlotte,’ said Miss 
Bryant as she plastered some 
more cold cream over the 
girl’s weal-striped bottom. 

‘Oohhh...ooorrr...aahhh. 
ooohhh.....” 








‘What's the matter? Isn’t 
it making it better?’ 
“‘Oooohh...y-yes...yess... 


but please... please b-be... 
gentle...aaahhh’ 
Miss Bryant’s — suety 


features creased into a grin. 
She loved dealing with these 
youngsters. Kneading and 
squeezing as she put 
soothing cream on to them... 
making them gasp and wince 
repeatedly. The master 
certainly seemed to have 
done a good job on this one. 
Those thin tramlines of 
torment were already purpl- 
ing nicely. She'd find it most 
uncomfortable to sit down for 
days to come. More than 
that, the week-end had only 
just begun. Knowing Sir 
Algernon, she was sure that 
something more lay in store. 
After all, before now, she 
had had to attend to dozens 
like this one. 

‘There... now you can get 
up.’ Miss Bryant gave the 
plump, cream-covered 
bottom none too gentle a 
slap. Charlotte yelped as she 
turned over on to her side. 

‘Ohh...aahhh...don’t... 
don’t!’ cried the girl. 

‘Don't give me orders, 
Miss!’ rasped the House- 
keeper, eyes suddenly hard 
and bright. ‘I can report you, 
you know.’ 

‘I'm sorry...I'm sorry...1 
didn’t mean... didn’t mean 
anything 

‘Get off the bed. Take off 
the rest of your clothes. Then 
put on your nightie. Come 
along... hurry it up... I 
havent got time to waste on 
the likes of you." 

Gasping and flinching 
with the pain of throbbing 
weals encircling her bottom, 
Charlotte slid off the bed. 
Whimpering, she took off the 
rest of her clothes and put on 
her plain, cotton nightgown. 

‘Sleep well,’ said Miss 
Bryant, with a little lopsided 
smile. 

“You'll have to be up by 
eight. Sir Algernon plans to 
take you riding, I believe." 
The bedroom door opened 
and closed. Lying face down, 
Charlotte pressed her hands 
gently to her burning- 
throbbing sticky bottom. She 
wept copiously. 














Oh Lord, what was it 
going to be like having that 
smarting tenderness 


thumping up and down on a 
saddle tomorrow morning! 


* * * 
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CK TO 


‘A letter, Sir?’ she'd said, on that first morning at her 
new job. ‘A typed letter, Sir?’ 

*Er — yes. To Messrs Wilkins, Educational Suppliers.’ 
A guilty look had passed across her pretty face — her 
tongue had licked minutely at her lips. He’d studied her 
strangely troubled expression, seeing colour rise in her 
cheeks. ‘You do type, don’t you, Debbie?’ 

Her blush had heightened instantly, and no teacher of 
experience could have failed to realise that he had 
touched upon the very thing the girl most wanted to keep 
hidden. She had looked down into her lap, perched on 
her office chair, and a tear had rolled slowly down her 
cheek 

“Susan’ — He’d had to say her name again before she 
would look up. ‘You said, at your interview, that you 
could type. Indeed, you said you'd held down a job as a 
secretary — typing is what secretarys do, isn’t it, 
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amongst other things — as a secretary, for six months. 
Are you telling me now that what you told me was 
nothing more than lies? Hmm?’ 

Susan had wept, quietly, undemonstratively, sitting 
miserably on her chair with her knees close together and 
her hands folded in her lap. Mr Collingwood had sat 
down at his desk and waited for the tears to cease; then 
they had talked about it. They had talked for half an 
hour, Susan explaining how she had so much wanted to 
be a secretary, so that she’d fibbed and bluffed her way 
into the job, and how she’d hoped he’d understand when 
it came out that, no, she couldn’t type, nor actually do 
any of the things a secretary would be expected to do. 
Mr Collingwood had reflected upon those revelations 
while Susan had gone to dry her eyes and freshen her 
face, and when the nervous girl returned he’d already 
have thought of a solution to the problem. 











Susan had sat on her chair again and nodded demurely 
as her boss had explained that, on certain conditions, she 
might keep her job. One condition was that she took an 
intensive course and learned how to type — she’d agreed 
readily to that; surprisingly she’d agreed to his other 
conditions too, not quite so eagerly but with a fatalistic 
cheerfulness; all that really mattered, it seemed, was 
that she would be a secretary after all. Then, on that first 
of many occasions, she had got to her feet and obediently 
followed his instructions to wangle her skirt up and peel 
her knickers down and arrange herself bottom-up 

across the big desk — 

Other occasions arose — or were engineered — regularly 
thereafter. Susans’ plump young bottom was bared and 
spanked and quite often caned, sometimes several times 
in a single day. After school, when the headmaster had 
time to devote to what soon became his favourite pass- 
time, it was not at all unusual for his secretary’s knickers 
























































Marjorie Tompkins was starting 
to sweat just a little. She was 17 and 
not long left school, a very pretty 
blonde with a nice shapely figure as 
well. She really needed a job badly 
but there just didn’t seem to be 
anything about. It was all the fault of 
the government, according to her 
Dad. But now, at last, this man, the 
manager of Top Girls Employment 
Agency, said he did have something. 
That was without doubt the best 
news Marjorie had heard all week, 
indeed for several weeks. The only 
problem, and the reason why she 
was sweating, was that he had his 
hand up her skirt. 


Mr Aitken he was called, middle- 
aged and going bald, and he was 
sitting close up against Marjorie on 
the couch in his office. As he told her 
about the job his hand had simply 
gone up her skirt until now it was 
about one third of the way up, 
gripping Marjorie’s firmly rounded 
thigh. A meaty hand intimately on 
her bare flesh for she was not 
wearing any tights or stockings. 

Nervously she moved her own 
hand over on her lap, covering the 
threatening hand which was under 
her skirt, hoping to arrest 
gress. Two opposing hands s 
rated by two flimsy layers o' 
nine apparel Marjorie’s mauve 
silk slip and over it the cotton lawn of 
her prettily pink-and-mauve- 
flowered print dress. ‘Please, Mr 
Aitken... 1... 1..." 

‘Secretary at one of the country’s 
major Public Schools,’ said Mr 
Aitken, pushing his hand further up 
in spite of the opposition. 

He continued, ‘It's a job there 
could be a lot of applicants for, but I 
think I could see that you get it.” 

Well, with this awful state of the 
economy that people were always 
talking about, a firm offer of a good 
job was like manna from heaven. But 
Marjorie was having difficulty in 
concentrating. Fingers were trying 
to reach in between her closed 














to be inched down in that apologetically reluctant way 
the girl had, to disclose a bottom still bearing pale 
bluish-mauve cane marks from a punishment admini- 
stered the evening before, or even that very morning, yet 
a bottom obedient nevertheless to his requirement that 

it should be properly positioned across his desk, and kept 
just so whilst six or a dozen or even more cane strokes 
were delivered to already tender young buttocks — 

That had been the beginning of Mr Collingwood’s 
fascination with the entertaining business of whipping 
the bottoms of a succession of inexperienced yet willing- 
to-please young girls, whose aspirations rendered them 
vulnerable to a combination of promise and threat, carrot 
and stick — mostly stick, to be honest, and a little of the 
carrot when no-one was likely to find out. 

Susan, Brenda, Alison, Debbie — and now this new girl, 
Marjorie Tompkins. Mr Collingwood had no reason to 
suppose that Marjorie would be any more difficult to 
handle than had all the others before her — 
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delightful girl to 


ing e' 
Er ees ust a little. ‘They 
want the world’s best typist; 
well, they want a 
girl.” 

He had in fact just stopped 
nself from saying ‘they want a 
€ pair of tits’. It was certainly true 
not. what a nice girl wanted to 
ar. He recalled the letter from the 
. Mr Collingwood: ‘If she can 
Il to the good, but what 1 do 
int is a nice attractive young 
. Something to brighten up 
tic scene, if you under- 
Well, Roger Aitken did 
rstand. What Mr Collingwood 
e pretty face... and 
.. and a nice 
ible too, if 
school of 400 
's and didn’t happen to be queer. 
Yes, this young applicant, 
rjorie Tompkins, would fit the bill 
Fright at Oakwood Academy. No 
doubt about that. But she also fitted 
th + Roger Aitken. To a tee. 
He ing all excited by her, 
and if he didn’t do something about 
“it ae he would get one of those 
awful headaches and he would be 
kicking the dog when he got home, 
and bullying the wife as well pro- 
bably. And he always felt really bad 
afterwards if he kicked Rover. No, 
he'd have to do something about it 
and... well, she wanted the job, 
didn’t she? And these modern girls.. 

everyone knew... like rabbits: 

Mr Aitken!” gi 
hot-faced Marjorie, Really, his hand 
had almost got as far as her knickers. 

‘Look,’ he said suddenly stand- 
ing up and pulling Marjorie to her 
fect. ‘Come over here.’ 

He led her over to his filing 
net and pulled out the adver 

rochure on Oakwood Academy 

th Mr Collingwood had sent. He 

nt it down on top of the low cabinet. 

‘Haye a ie at that." 

































































Majorie bent to look at the fully 
coloured & brochure. — ‘Oakwood 
Academy t in the heart of the 
Sussex cou! ide.” Meanwhile Mr 

en had to his office door 
someone outside, 


| Mr back, stan 


t it en wa 

close behind her, and... She gi 

sudden yelp as she realised h 

lifting her dress at the back. Lif 
her dress and that pretty mau 

lace-edged slip. ‘Mr Aitken!’ 


His vi yee thick my deat 
know | want this job and I'm 
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going to see you get it. Only there’s 
loads of other girls just dying to get 
it as well, and I know that if I make 
sure you're the lucky one... Well, 
you'll want to show your apprecia- 
tion.” 

Marjorie heard this in shocked 
disbelief, while at the same time she 
felt — also in shocked disbelief — 
Mr Aitken’s hands starting to roam 
over her body. She had a pretty good 
idea what he was talking about, 
especially now he'd got her skirt and 
slip up round her waist. It was just 
awful, but... well, she really needed 
this job. She had been round all 
those other agencies and... nothing. 
She leant her hands on the cabinet to 
steady herself. As she felt Mr Aitken 
start to pull down the flimsy lace- 
edged mauve silk knickers. 

She stood still, trembling, her 
knickers now round her knees, the 
Oakwood brochure open in front of 
her but not seen, her eyes not 
focusing. Mr Aitken’s hands at her 
bare bottom, fondling... Really, men 
were awful, or at least quite a 
number of them were, Mr Aitken 
telling her to bend further over and 
to hold still. The sound of a zip being 
opened... Then that... pushing itself 
in between her thighs from behind... 
searching...finding...thrusting... 
‘Oooh! Oh Christ! What i 

Afterwards, Mr Aitken, zipping 
himself up, said that-without doubt 
she would get the job and he was 
sure she was just what they wanted. 
He went to unlock the door as red- 
faced Marjorie, her knickers now 
back in place, smoothed down that 
pretty print dress. It was a super 
dress, one she had bought only last 
week in Fenwicks with some birth- 
day money. Fortunately the dress 
seemed to have survived the ordeal 
— being crushed between her and 
the cabinet in front and between her 
and Mr Aitken at the back — without 
serious creasing. 








* * * * 


High tea three days later at the 
Tompkins’ house. One of Mrs 
Tompkins’ noted Sunday high teas 
with a good number of the extensive 
Tompkins clan present: Mr George 
Tompkins, Marjorie’s dad, naturally 
at the head of the table, with her 
Gran next to him; Mrs Tompkins, 
Marjorie’s mum, ‘pouring’; and a 
number of aunts and uncles, all of 
Marjorie’s younger brothers and 
sisters, and of course Marjorie 
herself and her boyfriend-Ian. 

The topic of conversation, as 
liberal quantities of food and tea 
were consumed, was naturally 
Marjorie’s new job which she would 
be starting tomorrow. ‘Secretary!’ 
marvelled uncle Jim, ‘And at a big 


school like that!” 

Uncle Bill said, ‘With the state of 
the country at the moment and what 
this government is doing, it’s a 
marvel for anyone to get any job at 
all. How did you manage it, my girl?’ 

Marjorie, not having a ready 
answer and also having a quick 
mental picture of herself bent over 
that cabinet in the Top Girls agency 
while Mr Aitken had intercourse 
with her, said nothing but coloured 
prettily. 

‘Don’t you worry,’ said her Dad, 
‘Our Marjorie’s got what it takes!” 

“Yes,” said her Mum. ‘Those men 
know a good thing when they see it. 
Another cup of tea, Elsie?’ 

Aunt Elsie said, Yes, she thought 
she would. She gave a cackle. 
“You'll have to watch out for the boys 
though, Marjorie, Gentlemen's lads 
I suppose they'll be.” 

‘I don’t suppose they'll be any 
better or worse than any other lads,” 
observed Uncle Bill. ‘It may be them 
masters you'll have to worry about, 
Marjorie my girl.” 

‘There's no need to talk a lot of 
nonsense, Bill,” put in Marjorie’s 
Mum, seeing the none-too-pleased 
look on lan’s face. ‘You don’t get any 
hanky-panky at these high-class 
establishments.’ 

The adult conversation drifted to 
politics, which was quite all right 
with Marjorie. She smiled at Ian 
whose hand under the table was 
stroking her thigh. His voice breath- 
ily in her ear: ‘Can we go now?’ 

They slipped out, to go up to 
Marjorie’s bedroom. ‘But only if you 
behave, lan." 

Ian, though, was not in the mood 
for behaving. Sitting next to his 
beloved through tea, for a large part 
of this time with his hand surrepti- 
tiously stroking her thigh, had got 
him decidedly aroused. They sat on 
the bed, then lay on it, Ian getting 
even more ardent with the thought 
that tomorrow she was going off. 

It had been a hectic time for 
Marjorie since leaving school two 
months ago. Starting off right at the 
beginning with that week in Beni- 
dorm with her friend Julie. Marjorie 
hadn't been all that keen to go but 
Julie had persuaded her. It was then 
that she had done it for the first time 
— with a boy called Felipe. Well, 
didn’t everyone do it when they went 
to places like Benidorm? Not that 
she let on to Ian, naturally, she had 
told him she hadn't even been out 
with anyone and Julie had told the 
same story. Marjorie had felt a bit 
bad about it but as Julie said it was 
time to start when you were 17 and 
also good to start with someone who 
knew what he was doing. Felipe had 
certainly known what he was doing. 

Then after getting back from 


Benidorm there had just been the 
awful grind of trying to find a job. It 
had seemed quite hopeless. ‘No, 
nothing I'm afraid, dear.’ She must 
have heard it a thousand times. 
Though if it was a man he usually 
tried to get a nice feel at your boobs 
or something before you left. By the 
time she had got to Top Girls 
Marjorie had been really despairing. 
Which was why she let that Mr 
Aitken do her. At least having done 
it with Felipe in Benidorm meant she 
knew what was what, so in a way it 
had been a good thing. 

‘Watch out for those boys at the 
school,’ Ian murmured as they lay 
smooching on the bed. ‘What do you 
take me for?’ demanded Marjorie 
indignantly. 

‘I didn’t mean anything,’ he said, 
his hand stroking between her legs. 
‘There must have been a lot of girls 
after that job.’ 

Marjorie, stretched out, looking 
up at the ceiling, said, ‘Yes, there 
were.’ She again pictured herself 
submitting to Mr Aitken. His sort of 
gasping voice as she bent over that 
cabinet. ‘Get your bottom up... a bit 
more. So I can get... all the way up. 
Aaahh... That's lovely...’ 

Julie said when you started off 
you could do it about 10 times with- 
out taking precautions and you 
wouldn't get pregnant. When 
Marjorie queried this Julie said 
‘Well, five then.’ Clearly Julie didn't 
really know. Marjorie had done it 
three times now, two with Felipe and 
one with Mr Aitken. She was all 
right from the Felipe times but as for 
Mr Aitken clearly she couldn't be 
sure yet. It had better be at least five 
times. 

‘No, lan! You know you can't; 
you know what we agreed.’ She did, 
though, after a little argument, let 
him take her knickers off. ‘But if you 
try anything, Ian. You know..." 

She had made it plain to him that 
she wasn't going to do it before 
marriage, and that was something 
Marjorie really meant to stick to. Do 
it with Ian, that meant, naturally. 
Those three other times obviously 
didn’t count. They were just part of a 
girl’s growing up and, it seemed, 
what you had to do to get a job these 
days. 

She kissed Ian, and groaned as 
his hand found where she was wet. 
Marjorie didn’t mind him doing it. In 
fact she liked it, it would relax her. 
Because she was a bit tense wonder- 
ing what this new job would be like. 
Oakwood Academy. She started 
rocking her hips against Ian's hand. 

Guy Francis Collingwood, M.A. 
Headmaster of Oakwood Academ: 
was looking out of his study window: 
a tall silver-haired distinguished- 
looking man in his fifties; an impres- 
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sive figure, especially to mothers 
enquiring about places at Oakwood 
for their young sons. He was gazing 
out on a pleasing scene: the lawn 
bright in the afteraoon sun, with at 
its farther end the spreading 
branches of the ancient blue cedar. 

A closer inspection, though, 
would reveal that this idyllic scene 
and indeed the rest of the grounds 
were going a bit to seed — a conse- 
quence of the fact that the school 
could no longer afford even one full- 
time gardener. For the truth was 
that Oakwood Academy had rather 
fallen on hard times and that glossy 
brochure (seen by Marjorie as she 
bent over the cabinet in the Top Girls 
office) did put something of a 
glamorous gloss on reality. Primarily 
a lack of cash was the problem — 
cash to pay for better qualified staff, 
to pay for those little extras which 
attracted the more well-heeled 
parents, to pay indeed to mend 
leaking roofs and resurface crumbl- 
ing tennis courts. 

These matters could be very 
worrying and at times the Head's 
handsome features had a haggard 
look. However, that was not the case 
today as he looked approvingly out 
on the tranquil scene. There were no 
boys rioting, or if there were they 
were doing it out of sight. Most of 
all, today, this afternoon, was when 
that scrumptious-looking new 
secretary was due to arrive. 

He went back to his desk to look 
again at the photo which had been 
sent. Yes, extremely attractive — 
young, innocent-looking, just how he 
liked them — and that fellow at the 
agency had said he _ could 
recommend her unreservedly. 
Hmmm... Putting on his reading 
glasses Mr Collingwood tried to 
gauge just how big her tits were. 
Difficult to be sure, of course; but 
anyway she would now very shortly 
be here and he would be able to see, 
in the flesh, as it were. Be able to 
feel as well, no doubt. He looked at 
the clock. Only about an hour to wait 
now. 
Marjorie Tompkins arrived at 
Oakwood Academy right on time, 
driven from the station in the 
schools’s ancient Rover by its even 
more ancient caretaker, Herbert 
Parsons. They entered the school 
gates in a highly hazardous manner, 
missing by a hair’s breath one of the 
brick pillars which, from the state of 
its brickwork, looked as if it could not 
survive even a moderate impact. 

Bert Parsons’ driving, at 71 years 
of age, was not completely reliable at 
the best of times and on this ocasion 
was hampered by his very late 
realisation that he would need two 
hands at the wheel to negotiate the 
turning into the school. And up until 
that late moment one hand, his left, 
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had been lying on the near thigh of 
his passenger, Marjorie. Gripping 
that nicely rounded limb in a firm, 
slightly trembling grasp. 

Marjorie let out a little cry of 
alarm, but miraculously tvey had 
made it. Old Mr Parsc is’ hand 
immediately came back down onto 
her thigh but she hardly noticed it in 
her eagerness to get this first view of 
her new place of employment. It 
looked big and impressive, sprawl- 
ing old buildings at the end of the 
long driveway, through grounds with 
stately old trees, and in places over- 
grown looking shrubs. 

As for that hand on Marjorie’s 
thigh, it had been placed there soon 
after they had left the station; to stay 
firmly in place throughout the drive 
except when extreme circumstances 
forced Mr Parsons to use a second 
hand for driving — as at the school 
gates. But Mr Parsons did seem a 
friendly old man, asking Marjorie 
about herself and telling her about 
the school which according to him 
had ‘gone completely to the dogs!" 

‘And you watch out for some of 
the boys, young Miss. Devilish, 
some of ‘em. and the ‘ead, ‘e’s so 
desperate for their fees that ‘e’d let 
‘em get away with murder.’ 

It sounded a bit awful, but he was 
probably exaggerating because 
some old people did find young ones 
a bit trying. But he had told her to 
come round to his flat and have a cup 
of tea, any time, which was very nice 
of him. Because being new you 
never knew how you would get on. 
And that hand squeezing her leg... 
well, it was just a friendly old man’s 
hand. 

That was what she thought. But 
then when they got out, round the 
back of the main building and she 
was standing looking up at it all... 
Suddenly Mr Parsons was standing 
close behind her, saying: ‘Arr, 
you're a lovely young thing all 
right!" And his two hands were 
holding her bottom, one cheek in 
each hand... squeezing... Just like 
that awful Mr Aitken at the agency. 
Though he had gone on to do some- 
thing else. Marjorie struggled away 
from the clutching hands. Really, it 
did seem at times that men simply 
couldn't control themselves. 

Mr Parsons seemed not at all put 
out by Marjorie’s annoyed reaction. 
‘Now don’t you fuss, young lady. I 
reckon you'll get that pretty little 
bum felt a few times ‘afore you been 
‘ere long. Arr. And I reckon that 
won't be all you'll be getting.’ 

Marjorie blinked and bit her lip. 
It was definitely not the kind of talk 
she wanted to hear. 

The old man was now saying 
she’d better come and meet the 
Head right away, and he’d get her 
bags later. He led her inside and 


along a corridor. Then at the stairs 
he indicated she was to go first. 
Marjorie soon realised why as Mr 
Parsons followed her up in close 
attendance, a step behind and 
slightly below... with his hands busy 
at the cheeks of her bottom again. 
Her voice slightly shrill: ‘Please, Mr 
Parsons...! Do you have to do that..." 

With Marjorie still trying to 
protect her bum they went along 


another corridor — thankfully a 
short one — to an oak-panelled door 
with the legend: ‘Headmaster’. 
‘Just a mo’. said a flush-faced 


Marjorie. She adjusted her dress 
(the self-same one with the pink- 
and-mauve flowers which she'd 
worn to her interview at Top Girls), 
then had a glance in her compact... 
the pretty full-lipped face, framed by 
the short blonde curls... Yes she 
looked O.K.... A little flushed... 
from Mr Parsons attentions. But 
still... ‘O.K." she said. 

Mr Parsons knocked at the door. 

Well, Mr Collingwood did seem 
nice, thought Marjorie a few minutes 
later. So welcoming and friendly and 
also so distinguished-looking. He 
told her how glad they all were that 
she'd been able to come. ‘And my, 
you're such a pretty girl too! Even 
prettier than your photo." 

He looked at her with his piercing 
blue eyes and she felt herself 
blushing. Yes, he seemed a real 
gentleman, not like some who called 
themselves gentlemen but acted in a 
decidedly ungentlemanly way. But 
then Mr Collingwood took her over 
to the window, showing her the 
view... And as he did so his hand 
went round her waist... and then 
ever so casually slipped down... and 
took hold of one of the cheeks of her 
bottom. Just like everyone else 
seemed to want to do. 

Marjorie felt just a__ little 
shattered, after having decided he 
was so nice. She blushed, but she 
didn’t feel she could angrily squirm 
away like she had with old Mr 
Parsons. Mr Collingwood continued 
talking about the garden... while he 
casually transferred his attention to 
the other cheek of her bottom. He 
said that unfortunately they were 
having trouble keeping the gardens 
up as they would like. ‘Labour 
problems, I’m afraid,’ he said as his 
hand explored the hem of her brief 
knickers through that pink- 
and-mauve dress. 

Then Mrs Walker, the house- 
keeper, brought in some tea and 
Marjorie and the Head sat on the 
settee side by side. ‘One lump or 
two?’ He brandished the silver sugar 
tongs. He told her about the sort of 
thing she would be doing: letters; 
keeping the boys’ files up to date, 
etc., etc. As he talked he put his arm 
round her shoulder in a sort of 








friendly way. But then Mr Colling- 
wood's hand came round in front and 
dropped down... onto her breast. 
Onto the right-hand member of that 
pair of firm, nicely-rounded tits. 

The hand stroked and squeezed. 
while Marjorie sweated. He was 
talking about her typing and what 
speed she could do. Then out of the 
blue he said: 

‘They're quite a good size aren't 
they?" 

‘Wh... what?" 
Marjor 

‘These nice things.” He gave an 
extra squeeze to the right breast he 
was holding. ‘Quite a good size and 
nice and firm. And I do believe this 
nipple’s stiffening up. You know, 
with them being so nice and firm you 
really could go without a bra. Show 
your nipples. I should like that. But 
perhaps some of the boys might get 
a bit over-excited. Hmm.. 





stammered 





* * * * 


Well, she thought later as she 
unpacked her things, her new boss 
certainly had a nerve. Just calmly 
doing that, and saying those things, 
a mere 20 minutes after their first 
meeting. No bra! She certainly 
didn’t plan to go without a bra. Not 
unless he made her, of course. 

Anyway, looking on the bright 
side, she had this quite nice room up 
on the top floor, pleasantly furnished 
and looking out over the gardens. 
Mrs Walker, a nice lady of about 50, 
had looked rather critically at the 
ceiling and said, ‘I don’t think this 
roof leaks, but let me know if it 
does.” 

Then she had given Marjorie a 
key, telling her to lock her door at 
night. ‘You don't want any over- 
excited boys climbing into bed with 
you!" 

She continued, ‘Mr Collingwood 
of course has his own key to your 
room. In case, you know, he wants to 
come in and see you.’ 

Marjorie looked a bit amazed and 
Mrs Walker coloured slightly and 
said lamely, ‘Well, you know, in case 
he wants to come in... and, well... 
see you. The thing is, dear, all these 
financial problems, they get poor Mr 
Collingwood all tensed up at times 
and, well, the other secretary, 
Deborah... Well, I think Mr Colling- 
wood used to go in and see her, and.. 
well, it seemed to make him a lot 
more relaxed.” 

Listening to this, Marjorie had 
gradually turned a bright red. Mrs 
Walker added, ‘I think Deborah was 
quite... agreeable. I mean I think she 
wanted to do what she could to help 
Mr Collingwood. Anyway...’ 

Marjorie turned away, - still 
flushing. What she thought Mrs 
Walker was saying, in this hesitant 








manner, was that to get rid of the 
Head's tensions that other secretary, 
Deborah, had allowed him to have 
intercourse with her. Well, she 
certainly had no intention of obliging 
in that respect herself. Quite defi- 
nitely not! The thought of Mr 
Collingwood coming in her room... 
for that purpose... But Mrs Walker 
didn’t seem exactly definite about it. 
Perhaps Mrs Walker had been 
mistaken. Or Marjorie was mis- 
understanding what she was saying. 
Because... really, you didn’t expect 
to hear that kind of thing a few hours 
after getting to a place. 

Marjorie tried to forget it. Later, 
during the evening, she walked 
round the school a bit, partly with 
Mrs Walker and partly by herself. 
Mrs Walker introduced her to some 
of the boys they happened to meet, 
and also Marjorie introduced herself 
to some after Mrs Walker had left 
her. Some of them, especially the 
younger ones, just looked a_ bit 
bashful. But with the older ones the 
reaction was at times rather differ- 
ent. 

In particular there were two VIth 
formers she passed outside the hall. 
One of them, when she said who she 
was, said, ‘Mmmm... Just what the 
old place has been lacking for two 
months, Richard: . luscious ripe 
young girl-flesh. Tell me, Miss 
Tompkins, has the Head taken your 
knickers down yet?" 

Marjorie had blushed and then 
the other went on, ‘Yes, that young 
Deborah, your predecessor, was 
certainly popular with our Head- 
master. He had her knickers down 
practically all the time I believe.” 

She had no wish to answer these 
rude youths and turned to go. As she 
did so the first one slapped her on 
the bottom and said, ‘You'll have to 
come and have tea with us one after- 
noon, young Miss. Just the three of 
us. We'll let you know when: and 
then you can come and take them 
down for us.” 

Their mocking laughter followed 
her as she walked angrily away. 
Really! ‘Young Miss’ ‘Young Miss 
Tompkins’ when they were probably 
no older than she was! 

Yes, she thought, as she got 
ready for bed later, clearly she might 
have some trouble with some of the 
older boys - such as those two. (And 
as for the Head's suggestion that she 
not wear a bra!) And obviously there 
was a chance that she might have 
trouble with Mr Collingwood as well, 
even discounting what she had 
thought Mrs Walker was alluding to. 
Marjorie hadn't met any of the other 
masters yet, so heaven knows about 
them, she thought. Still, as yet 
nothing too bad had happened. She 
slipped off her knickers and bra and 
got into her pyjamas, eyeing her 











locked door just a little warily. 

She turned off the light and got 
into bed. Lying awake for a while, 
she went over in her mind what had 
happened in an eventful day, still 
half listening for the sound of a key 
in her door lock. But nothing 
happened. She fell asleep. 

The next day, Tuesday, was 
Marjorie’s first full day at Oakwood 
Academy. It was full all right, 
including a number of bad moments. 
Moments that Marjorie could 
certainly have done without. Mo- 
ments that she would pretty definite- 
ly not be writing home about. Into 
everyone’s life there must come 
some bad moments, of course. It was 
just that in Marjorie’s they at times 
seem to come a bit more frequently 
than with other people. 

The first came at Morning 
Assembly, which Mr Collingwood 
had said he would use to introduce 
Marjorie to the school. She hadn't 
exactly looked forward to being up 
there on the stage in front of 400 
boys, but she had told herself it was 
nothing to worry about. She was 
doing her best to look the part of the 
smart secretary, in crisp blouse and 
tailored skirt and wearing nylons and 
high heels. And of course, she had 
just had a quick check in her compact 
before going on the stage and taking 
her seat. 

The Head made some routine 
announcements and then, ‘Now 
boys, it is my pleasure to introduce 
to you our new and very attractive 
secretary." 

As instructed she had got up and 
rather nervously gone to stand at the 
front of the stage. And then in the 
silence following the Head’s words 
and with all eyes on her, one voice 
called out from somewhere in the 
hall: 

‘Take down your knickers!’ 

The place was inevitably in an 
immediate uproar, boys chanting, 
‘Take down your knickers! Take 
down your knickers!’, and shouting 
and laughing, while a_ terribly 
embarrassed Marjorie went to sit 
down again, not knowing where to 
look, just wanting some corner to 
hide in. It took the Head a little while 
to calm the boys down: when he had 
he said he didn’t know who that boy 
was but it certainly was not in the 
best traditions of Oakwood. ‘It was 
an extremely unkind thing to say to a 
new member of our community.” 

It wasn’t going to be forgotten 
easily, though, as Marjorie realised 
when later in the morning she had to 
take a note from the Head round to 
one of the classrooms. It was a Ist 
form class, a roomful of 13 year old 
boys who, as soon as she entered, 
were grinning broadly and saying, 
‘Take down your knickers!’ — before 
the master shut them up. 
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That was number one — a rather 
bad start to the day. Then mid- 
morning when she was working in 
her little office next to the Head’s 
study, the door quietly opened and 
there appeared those two VIth 
formers whom she’d unfortunately 
met yesterday. 

“Hello, remember us!’ said the 
taller of the two. ‘Robert Neil and 
Richard Graythorpe. We met 
yesterday. We’ve just looked in to 
say you can come to tea tomorrow. 
Make it S o'clock. You'll find our 
study over in Jackson’s House. And 
don’t be late, young Miss 
Tompkins!’ 

Then he put his face close to hers 
and said, ‘Knickers optional!” 

They shot out again almost 
before she had time to catch her 
breath, but when she did her re- 
action was hot — and strong. After 
the way they had spoken to her 
yesterday they must be out of their 
minds; you wouldn’t catch her going 
round there in a hundred years. She 
also had a strong suspicion that he, 
Robert Neil, could have been the boy 
who shouted out in Assembly: the 
voice sounded exactly the same. 

Anyway she later happened to 
mention what he’d said to Mrs 
Walker, remarking that they were 
the last people she would ever have 
tea with. 

But Mrs Walker said, ‘Oh dear, 
Marjorie, I'm afraid you won't be 
able to refuse. You see Robert Neil is 
one of the boys... well, the Head will 
make you go. Because he’s one of 
the few boys here from quite a 
wealthy family. He’s only here 
because he was thrown out of two 
other schools. Anyway, the Head is 
hopeful that his father will come 
through with a nice donation when 
Robert finishes. So he has to be 
humoured. And you'll have to go to 
tea. And be nice to them.” 

Have to go and be nice to those 
two! The very thought made her 
want to throw up. They'd probably 
have her on her back on the carpet 
before you could say Oakwood 


Academy. 
The thought of this horrible 
prospect — this awful date for 


tomorrow — occupied her through- 
out lunch, which she had with Mrs 
Walker, and on into the afternoon. 
Then about 3 o’clock there was 
something else to worry about. Mr 
Collingwood. Who came into her 
office ‘for a serious chat’, he said. 

It was her typing and her spell- 
ing. ‘Quite simply not good enough.” 

Nervously she said, ‘Well, I know 
they’re not my strong point...’ 

‘I think that’s the understate- 
ment of the year,’ said Mr Colling- 
wood, his eyes on the pert full 
breasts under her blouse. 

‘Anyway, you can come in and 
see me at 4. I’m afraid I’m going to 
have to take you in hand, young 
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lady.” 

Taking her in hand presumably 
meant something different than 
playing with her nipples, as he had 
done yesterday. But what, exactly? 

At 4 o'clock she went nervously 
in. Mr Collingwood, at his desk, 
looked up. ‘Ah, yes. Marjorie.’ His 
face assumed a serious expression. 

“Yes, the typing and the spelling. 
Well, they're both going to have to 
improve considerably. At the 
moment they’re simply nowhere 
near good enough. Actually | think 
it’s mostly carelessness. And what 
I'm going to do is give you some- 
thing that I hope will buck your ideas 
up. 

His unblinking blue eyes seemed 
to bore right into her as he said 
evenly: 

‘A smacked bottom, Marjorie. A 
soundly smacked bare bottom.” 

Poor Marjorie felt her knees go 
weak. No! It wasn't possible. She 
was 17. You couldn't have your bare 
bottom smacked at 17! 

‘Please... Sir... I... 

His voice mild but firm: ‘Go and 
lock the door, please. And then come 
over here.’ 

She did as she was told, to stand 
flinching before him. 

‘Right. Now take your knickers 
down.” 

‘Please, Sir...” 

‘Take your 
Marjorie!" 

Hands went up under the smart 
skirt, fumbled, and came down with 
a brief handful of pink silk. 

‘Step out of them. And put them 
on the desk.” 

Left foot, then right foot, in the 
high heels, raised in turn. The 
flimsy knickers placed on his desk. 

‘Now come here. Over my lap.’ 

It was awful, truly awful. But 
Marjorie had no choice. She got 
down over his lap and let him pull 
her skirt and slip up round her waist. 
To expose a pretty pink satin 
suspender belt and Marjorie’s full 
round-cheeked bottom which 
everyone seemed to want to grab or 
feel or something. Mr Collingwood 
started off grabbing and groping a 
bit. And then began to smack his 
hand down, really hard, on that ripe 
round rear. 

It was simply dreadful. Imposs- 
ibly humiliating and also extremely 
painful. It went on and on. When at 
last it was finally over Marjorie was 
both red-faced and red-bottom, but 
she had managed not to actually cry. 
She took her knickers back from his 
desk and pulled them back on... as 
Mr Collingwood, in a distracted sort 
of way, fondled her breasts. He said 
he hoped it had done her some good. 
But he had the feeling there would 
need to be some repeats before the 
message had finally sunk in. And 
then he added, ‘Of course, if that 
doesn’t do the job, Marjorie, I just 


knickers down, 


might have to use the cane on you.’ 

She went to the door with these 
last words whirling in her head. 
Then as she was leaving he suddenly 
asked what time she went to bed. 

‘About half past ten,’ she told 
him. 

‘That's all right,’ he said dis- 
missively. ‘Just wondering. You 
must see ‘you get your sleep, of 
course. : 

10.25 that evening. Wearing ner 
nylons and that pink suspender belt 
and nothing else, Marjorie was 
vigorously brushing her teeth. So 
much for her first full day, she 
thought ruefully. Some good and 
some bad, and quite definitely too 
much bad. That awful business in 
Assembly; finding out the hard way 
that the Head was a spanker of girls’ 
bare bums; not to mention the awful 
prospect of tea tomorrow with those 
two dreadful VIth formers; and not 
to mention either the Head's omin- 
ous mention of the cane. The 
thought of this last possibility caused 
an apprehensive flinching of that 
pretty bare bum which was at 
present jiggling rhythmically as a 
result of her energetic teeth brush- 
ing. Please, please, not that! 

But forgetting future possibilities 
for the moment, Marjorie was at 
least glad that today was over.! She 
turned on her bedside lamp, turned 
off the main lamp, and got into bed. 

Yes, she was really thankful the 
day was over. She reached out to 
turn off the bedside lamp... when 
there was the heart-stopping sound 
of a key turning in the lock of her 
door. 

She gasped... and went all hot 
and cold. With everything else 
happening she had completely 
forgotten what Mrs Walker had said 
yesterday: what, anyway, she had 
decided just couldn’t be true, but... 

Yes, it was Mr Collingwood 
coming in and carefully closing the 
door behind him. Carrying a cup of 
something in his hand. 

‘I thought you might like a cup of 
cocoa, Marjorie.’ His voice sounded 
rather nervous, excited. 

She sat up and with trembling 
hands took the cup of cocoa. 

“Yes, I just thought I'd come in 
and see you.’ 

And then he started unbuttoning 
her pyjama top. Starting at the top... 
one... two... three... four buttons. 
It only had four buttons. ‘Drink up, 
dear,’ he said. His hands went in the 
opened jacket... and took hold of her 
breasts... Stroking her nipples... 
‘They are nice aren’t they!’ 

Well, what exactly is the purpose 
of Mr Collingwood’s nocturnal visit 
to Marjorie? Has he simply come to 
say goodnight? And what are Neil 
and Graythorpe planning for her 
tomorrow? Is it something more than 
tea and buttered toast? And that 
nasty reference to the cane... 











Lights out, the prowling house- 
master’s footsteps outside the 
dormitory door came and long 
gone. Six of the eight girls in 7D 
fast asleep, a whispered, conver- 
sation in a blanket-huddled bed. 
“Still tender?” A slim hand inside 
Pyjama bottoms, touching gently, 
skimming over warm young 
buttocks, lingering here and there 
where the cheeks feel faintly 
swollen. 









“Yes, sort of — it was horrible, 
Jenny. He made me take everything 
off — everything!” “He would —" 
Fingers wangling the waistband 
down over silky hips. “Better than 
being reported to old creepy 
though.” “I know — | heard 
ee Chrissie Willis got a sixer from 
him everyday for a week for 
smoking. 











Elastic waistband loose around 

knees, slipped down without any 

protest made. Another guarded 
whisper “Turn on your back Sue —” 


‘ he duty teacher mi. e, 
© Jen — he migh metimes he 


does —" “Turn over —" Slim legs 
nooth against each other, — 
and twisted 








“Jen — I'm frightened. We might 
get caught. Please —”. “Don’t 
worry about that — we won’t get 
caught.” Young hips lifting rythmi- 
cally despite themselves, the older 
girl urging her young friend on, 
Sue's excited panting louder in 
the quiet room than either of them 
realise. A sudden blaze of light, a 
stentorian voice — 
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The three girls looked like 
being in their middle teens and in 
fact they were sixteen. Two of 
them were obviously twins with 
the same golden hair tamed into 
braids and it was almost 
impossible to tell them apart. 
third girl had rather long, curl: 
brown hair round an impertinen 
teenaged face. All three were 
rather tall for their age and had 
trim figures and long shapely legs. 
They were wearing school 







uniforms and were pretty enough 
to attract attention from pe 

they met in the street, in tl 

close-fitting jackets, with blo 

with blue, red and white ties 

rather brief pleated skirts in blife. 


Low heeled shoes and white ki 
length socks completed their 
school girlish dresses. 

The girls were on their way 
home from school and the brown- 
haired girl looked unhappy as she 
was walking between the other 
two, who seemed to do their best 
to console her. 

The girls lived in the same 
house not far from their school and 
used almost always to be together. 
Their house had only two 
apartments, and the best with it 
was, that it had a large garden 
surrounding it. The twins lived 
with their parents on the upper 
floor and the third girl lived with 
her mother and stepfather on the 
ground floor. The nearer they 
came the more miserable the 
brown-haired girl seemed to be, 
but the twins tried to tell her, that 
it all anyway soon would be over. 

‘But you don't know, what 
mummy told me the last time,’ 
Shirley sobbed. 

‘No, but it can’t be that bad, 
Shirley,’ one of the twins, Irene, 
said holding her arm around 
Shirley's waist. 

‘No,’ the other of the twins, 
Grace, added. ‘We have all been 
spanked before and it doesn’t hurt 
that much. You know it doesn't.’ 

‘Yes, I know, but last week, 
when mummy spanked me... 
she said....that the next time. If I 
didn’t try to behave. She would... 
she would let m: my stepfather 
do it. And I know, that he is home 
today. I'll feel so ashamed. And I 
know he will spank me much 
harder and I’m sore already.’ 

‘Yes, we know. Perhaps he 
spanks harder. But Irene and I 
often get it from daddy. It hurts a 
lot. But it is soon over.’ Grace 
tried to console her. 

‘And he is your daddy now. 





You even call him daddy. So of | 


course he will have to spank you 
sometimes, when you are 
naughty,’ Irene said whispering, 
as they were a little too close a 


DO 


HE 
US? 


On the continent the spanking/ 
caning angle of sexual “oddities” is 
sometimes known as the “English 
Disease”. Blushes and other similar 
magazines sell well throughout 


Europe, and evoke responses from 
readers there as much as here. Some 
correspondents even write stories, 
which have an oddly ‘deja yu’ flavour 
to them; where /ave we seen this one, 
for instance, before? 





couple of elderly ladies, who were 
standing talking outside a house. 
Shirley breathed deeply and 
tried to feel more at ease. It was 
not the end of the world after all. 
She knew, that Irene and Grace 
had parents, who were more strict, 
then her mother used to be. Yet 
the twins never seemed to be 
afraid of the consequences, when 
they had been guilty of some 
mischief. They were two lively 
girls and quite often they got into 


scrapes, which caused them sore 
reddish bottoms. Their parents 
and her mother often talked about, 
how difficult it was to raise 
teenaged girls nowadays. And of 
course it had happened at not so 
few occasions, that they all three 
id been spanked for some prank 
ey had been guilty of together. 
Now as they were sixteen years 
old, it didn’t happen quite so often 
as in earlier years. But still they 
were told, that they were not too 
old yet, not to suffer in the same 







‘oday Shirley had been 
Ived in a scuffle in the corridor 
ide their classroom. The other 
Vivian, had started it by 
ing Shirley for her brief skirt. 
Shirley knew it was too brief for 
her, but she had got stains on her 
best one. In the fight Shirley had 
gripped Vivian's blouse at the 
neck and ripped it open and two 
buttons had come loose and fallen 
.to the floor. 

Just then Mr Tingles had 
opened the door from the inside 
and seen Vivian standing there 
with her blouse open in front 
displaying her bare small breasts, 
as she didn't have a vest on 
underneath. Vivian had blushed 
and tried to hold her blouse 
together, but all the girls had 
burst out laughing. Mr Tingles 
had shouted at them to be quiet. 
Then he had sent Vivian to sew the 
buttons back on and told her to 
come back as soon as it was done. 


Vivian had come back in less 
than fifteen minutes, but after the 
last lesson, their form mistress 
had sent for them. When the girls 
explained to her, what it was all 
about, she had taken out the cane. 
Vivian had to bend over her desk 
and Miss Westrup told her, she 
was to get four. Two for the scuffle 
and two for not wearing a vest. 
When she then had turned up 
Vivian's skirt, she had added two 
more, as Vivian had pink nylon 
knickers instead of the regulation 
navy blue cotton ones, which the 
girls were expected to wear inside 
their school skirts. 

Vivian had-cried out for each 
one of the six whacks, Miss 
Westrup let her have on her thinly 
clad bottom. 

Then Shirley had to bend over 
the desk to get four. Two for the 
scuffle and two for ripping 
Vivian's blouse. When Shirley had 
her skirt turned up, she had her 
school knickers on, which she just 
then was glad for. She got her four 
whacks. One of them hit her below 
her knickers and caught on the 
bare skin at the top of her thigh. 
Shirley didn’t cry out until the 
third, but yelled aloud for the last 


one, which really hurt her tender 
skin, as her knickers didn’t reach 
down to protect her on the backs of 
her thighs. 

As the school rules stated that 
girls, who were punished, had to 
have a note to their parents about 
what had happened, they both got 
their notes and were told to bring 
them back on Monday with the 
signature of one of their parents. 

It was this note, which made 
Shirley anxious for a spanking at 
home. It was not the first time, she 
had come home with faded cane 
weals across her bottom, so she 
knew, how her mother would 
react, when she was given the note 
to sign with her name. 

After dinner the girls had to 
help with the dishes, the twins 
upstairs in their apartment and 
Shirley downstairs, where she 
lived. Then they were free to do 
what they liked, as it was Friday. 
This day the twins went out into 
the garden to wait for Shirley. As 
the afternoon sun still was rather 
hot, they sat down on the grass 
and played with the cat. Suddenly 
they heard raised voices through 
the open windows from the 
downstairs living room. 

There was one low timid voice 
and that of course was Shirley. She 
sobbed and didn’t want to be 
spanked. 

The raised higher voice was 
her mother. She was telling 
Shirley's stepfather to deal with 
Shirley, as she thought that a 
sixteen year old girl was too big for 
her to handle. 

The darker voice came from 
her stepfather. He tried to explain 
that Shirley already had been 
punished at school. 

‘Yes mummy, I got four. They 
still hurt.” 

‘No Shirley. You know I have 
always spanked you, when you 
have been naughty at school. And 
you heard me on the phone. Vivian 
has already been spanked by her 
father. She got six at school. I 
promised her father, that you 
would be spanked too.’ 

“All right. I'll do it then. Come 
here Shirley and stop making all 
that fuss. I want you across my 
knee.” 

“Stop it I said.” 

‘That's it. Be nice and still 
now. I have to get your skirt up 
first.’ 

“But please daddy. Don’t do 
it hard.” 

*Pull her knickers down now, A 
spanking doesn’t hurt at all if a 
girl has her knickers on. You have 
to spank her on the bare bottom.’ 

‘Oooooh no, not on the bare. 
Please daddy. Ooooh please...” 

“Take your hands away Shirley. 


I have to do what your mother 
says. Your knickers have to be 
pulled down just as she says. You 
are still young enough to have 
your little bottom on display.” 

‘But please daddy. Not so hard 
then. I'm sore from Miss 
Westrup’s cane. She really hits 
hard. Ican still feel it.’ 

‘All right. We will see how 
your bottom looks. Hold your 
hands on the floor and be a good 
girl now.” 

‘But daddy. I am so ashamed. 
It's too awful to have my knickers 
down like that.’ 

‘Now look for yourself 
Bernhard. Shirley always tells me 
how strict they are at school. But 
she only has faint marks. There is 
only one, which still is reddish. It’s 
the one on her thigh there. The 
other three will be gone till 
tomorrow. If I had a cane Shirley 
would soon learn, what a real 
caning is.” 

‘No, I don’t like girls to be 
caned. Shirley will be a good girl if 
she is spanked till her bottom is 
red enough. And this time I will 
decide when it has got the right 
colour.” 

Frightened the twin girls 
listened to the conversation in Mr 
and Mrs Cole’s living room. They 
really felt sorry for’ Shirley, who 
now was lying bare bottomed 
across Mr Cole’s knee soon to be 
spanked till she was red. They 
knew too well how it smartened, 
when a flat hard palm landed 
across their bottoms. 

It was then it started. The 
twins could hear the sharp intakes 
of breath from Sitio 
immediately after the slapping 
sound from the impact of Mr 
Cole’s hand, as it made contact 
with the soft yielding flesh in poor 
Shirley's girlishly rounded 
bottom. 





Biting their lips and with 
blushing cheeks the twins were 
listening. There was something in 
the sounds that told them, that Mr 
Cole knew a great deal about how 
to spank a girl in her teens. He 
made a long pause after each slap 
and the twins knew why. He did it 
as he was waiting for Shirley to 
hold her bottom still and to get it 
in the right position to receive the 
next smack. It was not the sharp 
short spanking the twins 
sometimes could get at home. It 
was a spanking which they knew 
was meant to make the buttocks 
sore. Shirley must feel that it hurt 
this time. He didn’t spank her 
more than at the most ten times in 
a minute. They heard, how Shirley 


wailed and ooouched more and 
more loud. 

“Please daddy. No more. Nooo 
more now. It hurts. Please stop 
soon daddy.’ 

‘No, Shirley. I know, when 
your bottom is sore enough You 
have to be red all over your 
buttocks first.’ 

Slap... slap... slap... slap... 

Irene and Grace stretched out 
on their tummies on the grass and 
held their knuckles to their 
mouths. They had been listening 
to the slapping sounds for so long 
now. They felt how it tickled 
strangely between their thighs and 
pressed their legs together. 
Shirley had aawwed and ooouched 
at first. Then she moaned and 
yelped. Now she was weeping and 
blubbering. But sometimes in 
between she had implored him to 
be let off. 

Suddenly there were no more 
slaps. After a little while Shirley’s 
cries and yelps faded to sobs. 

“You can stand up now Shirley. 
I think this has taught you to 
behave much better in the future. 
Pull your knickers up. Then you 
can stay in your room till you feel 
better.’ 

‘Yes daddy. I promise, I will 
behave. It hurts so awful.’ 

‘That's exactly how I meant it 
to be Shirley. Now we will not talk 
about it any more. You have got 
what was good for you. Your 
mother has signed the note. It is 
on the table there. You can take it 
with you to your room, so you can 
give it to your form-mistress on 
Monday. You don't need to tell her 
about your spanking.” 

‘Thank you daddy. I will not 
forget it.’ 

‘And Shirley. Your mother 
went out into the kitchen. Just look 
in there and tell her, that you 
really will try to be a nice girl from 
now." 

‘Yes daddy. I will daddy... 
Thanks daddy.” 

The twins on the lawn outside 
the windows looked amazed at 
each other. Who had ever before 
heard a girl say thanks when she 
had been spanked on her bare 
bottom. They didn’t dare to talk 
about it, as someone inside could 
hear them. And there would 
probably be quite a while before 
Shirley could come out to join 
them. Silently they sneaked round 
the house out onto the street and 
started to walk towards the park, 
where they hoped to meet some 
other friends to spend a couple of 
hours with, before they had to be 
back for supper. Perhaps Shirley 
would feel better then. But they 
both doubted it. But then 
tomorrow is always another day. 
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RS LETTERS LETTERS LETTERS LETTERS LETTERS LETTERS LETTERS LETTERS LETTERS LETTERS LETTERS LETTER 


Dear Editor, 


Readers of Blushes who do not 
read ‘The Times’ may be interest- 
ed to learn the results of an exclu- 
sive Mori Poll which the news- 
paper published earlier this year. 
The main conclusion was: 

63% OF ALL PARENTS 
FAVOURED THE USE OF 
CORPORAL — PUNISH — 
MENT SUCH AS CANING. 
33% OPPOSED THIS. 

Moreover, 65% of parents said 
they would give permission to 
teachers to employ corporal 
punishment on their children. 

Another interesting fact which 
emerged was that, when these 
parents were at school 87% of 
fathers received corporal punish- 
ment and 48% of mothers. 

The poll covered all classes of 
society, all age groups and all 
political parties and the percent- 
ages in favour of corporal punish- 
ment were evenly spread. It also 
appears that parents were only 
10% less in favour of girls re- 
ceiving this kind of punishment as 
against boys. 

How these beatings should be 
carried out was not delved into, 
i.e. on the hands, on the bottom, 
over clothing, or on the bare ete. A 
rather typical piece of British 
hypocrisy that, I feel. 

Here are just a couple of 
quotes from this half-page article: 

‘The argument for retain- 
ing corporal punishment, 
be if by cane, strap, 
slipper, or hand, is that it is 
regarded by many teachers 
as a necessary disciplinary 
device? 

One Educational 
admitted: 

‘Sending a teacher into a 
classroom with no cane is 
like sending a boxer into 
the ring with one hand tied 
behind his back.’ 

One working party studying 
alternative disciplinary measures 
for troublemakers came up with 
‘Segregation’. However, it was 
pointed out that this would mean 
60 extra teachers! 

Finally the Headmaster of a 
large comprehensive _ school 
stated that he was not surprised by 
the result but believes that the 
cane is less of a deterrent than it 
used to be. 

That statement gives me cause 
to wonder. Could it be that today’s 
teachers are not using it often and 
hard enough? 

In any event, this nationwide 
poll certainly gives a lot of do- 
gooders and supporters of S.T.O. 
P.P. cause for thought. 


Councillor 


K.McD. [Renfrewshire] 
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Dear Sir, 

Iwas delighted when Tom G's 
letter in Blushes No. 6 brought up 
the theme of celebrity punish- 
ments. This is something which 
was tremendously popular for a 
long time in another magazine 
before the Editor — under duress, 
I suspect — brought it to an end. 
After all, most of us, alas, are 
obliged to enjoy the punishment of 
shapely female bottoms much 
more in fantasy than in fact. It’s 
only natural that our dreams 
should be centered on attractive 
wenches we see in the press, on 
films, and most of all, I suppose, 
on TV. The very fact that they are 
celebrities makes it all the more 
enjoyable to think of them being 
reduced to abject, humiliating 
submission. Apart from making 
my own suggestions I always 
enjoyed reading other people's 
ideas of who should be punished 
and how they should be dealt with. 
I hope that in turn other readers 
will approve of my nominations. 

To my mind, the most tempt- 
ing girl on TV at present is Candy 
Davies, who plays the gorgeous 
blonde secretary in ‘Are You 
Being Served?’ I'd love to re-write 
the script for that series to make 
sure that Candy got her lovely arse 
well and truly tanned in every 
episode. In one episode, for 
instance, we could see Candy 
squirming and weeping face down 
across Mrs Slocumb’s matronly 
lap, skirt up and knickers down, 
with her tender bare bum glowing 
scarlet under a very thorough 
spanking. The following week, it 
would be Miss Brahms’ turn to 
spank her into a state of blubber- 
ing, fire-bottomed misery, this 
time with the back of a hairbrush. 
Next it could be Captain Peacock's 
turn to chastise her, making her 
touch her toes for twelve scorching 
strokes of the cane, and of course 
we would expect to see her 
regularly punished by her boss, 
Mr Rumbold, either before the 
assembled staff or in the privacy of 
his office, howling, sobbing and 
pleading across his desk as a thick, 
supple leather tawse thwacked 
across her blazing backside. 

Another lovely blonde who 
appeals to me is Cheryl Baker of 
Buck's Fizz. I would love to have 
her working as my servant for six 
months or so. Her first duty every 
morning would be to come to me 
and present me with a slipper 
before going across my knee to 
have her beautiful bare bum 
soundly spanked. For the rest of 
the day she would do the house- 
work, cook and serve my meals, 
and do everything in her power to 
please me. The slightest lapse 
from perfection would mean her 
apprehensively lowering her 





knickers and bending over a chair 
or table to have her lovely rump 
roasted with whatever implement 
took my fancy at the time, cane or 
birch-rod, strap or paddle or riding 
switch. Finally, at bedtime she 
would unhappily go across my 
knee once more, have her knickers 
taken down to expose an extre- 
mely sore and well-punished 
bottom, and suffer the traditional 
fate of naughty little girls by being 
soundly spanked and sent to bed. 
Cheryl has an air of innocent 
mischief — or do I mean mis- 
chevious innocence — which 
makes it seem entirely appropriate 
that her plump and _ pleasing 
buttocks should be frequently 
bared and whacked hard and 
often, resulting in floods of tears 
and eloquent appeals for mercy. 

Arather more mature lady who 
also appeals to me is Jan Leeming. 
There is an appearance of vulner- 
ability about her which makes dear 
Jan most eligible for painful and 
undignified chastisement. I 
imagine the nine o’ clock news 
starting with Jan sitting at her 
desk, blushing vividly and eyes 
brimming with tears. ‘The first 
item of news,’ she breathlessly 
announces, ‘is that I have just 
been put across the producer's 
knee for a sound spanking on my 
bare bottom — and that was just to 
warm me up in preparation for 
the public thrashing I'm going to 
get at the end of the news!’ 
After the news has been read, with 
rather less than her usual profes- 
sional composure, Jan — says 
ruefully, ‘And now for the good 
hiding I've been promised!’ 
She walks into the centre of the 
studio towards a stout table with a 
padded leather top. Submissively, 
she bends over this, gripping the 
far edge, and waits. After she has 
been kept in wriggling suspense 
for several minutes a man appears 
and calmly turns up her skirts. A 
delightful vision of stockings, 
suspenders, bare white thighs and 
unexpectedly frivolous panties. 
Jan gasps in dismay as_ her 
knickers are briskly pulled down to 
knee level. Then for the next 
fifteen minutes the lovely Miss 
Leeming screeches and sobs and 
writhes in agonised humiliation as 
her sensitive seat is very soundly 
whipped. A dozen with the tawse 
first, then a dose of the cane, with 
half a dozen strokes across her 
bare thighs for extra punishment. 
Finally Jan is thoroughly birched, 
howling and squirming desper- 
ately as her tender buttocks and 
thighs suffer under the lashing 
twigs. 

Well, those are my suggestions 
to start with. Let's have lots more 
from other readers, please. 

P. Howarth, Manchester 
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Dear Editor, 

A lot of your features and 
letters deal with the spanking and 
caning of schoolgirls, which is all 
very well and most enjoyable. Iam 
writing to tell you, however, that 
in my personal experience, a lot of 
young women have to submit to 
corporal punishment after they 
leave school. At least, they used 
to. Whether it happens today so 
much it is difficult for me to know. 
Since human nature doesn’t 
change very much, it probably still 
goes on. 

My experience came when I 
was a youngster of 17, working for 
a village publican in Somerset. It 
was a small thatch-roofed place, 
very typical of the inns in that area 
in those days — the kind of place 
you see on picture postcards and 
which town dwellers dream about 
using. However, reality is differ- 
ent from fantasy and, to tell the 
truth, the place was pretty run 
down and gave poor service. Very 
poor service when compared with 
what customers expect today. I 
suppose the owner just about 
scraped a living but no more. He 
was a widower and seemed quite 
old to me but I suppose he was 
only in his fifties. Since he had a 
gammy leg, caused by a First 
World War wound, he couldn't 
manage the cellar-work and that 
was where I came in. He employed 
me for a few shillings to come in 
three times a week to shift barrels 
and the like. 

A young woman worked in the 
bar. She was about twenty five, I 
suppose, and married, but her 
husband was a ne’er-do-well and 
had gone off to another part of the 
country and never been heard of 
since. She was rosy-cheeked, 
bright-eyed and buxom; a typical 
country girl, you might say. On 
reflection, she must havé been 
pretty simple, too. She took my 
fancy no end but I dare do nothing 
about it for, as far as I was con- 
cerned, she was a grown woman. I 
have to confess she became the 
subject of my masturbatory 
fantasies. 


The first time I knew that 
‘something was going on’ was a 
warm summer's afternoon. I'd 
been working that morning so was 
finished for the day — not expect- 
ed in again until the Saturday. 
But, you see, I'd left my jacket 
behind in the cellar and went back 
to fetch it. I went in very quietly 
through the back door, to which I 
had a key, reckoning the Gaffer 
would be snoring the afternoon 
away. He didn’t half put away his 
own scrumpy! Down the cellar 
steps I went and just as I got to the 


door, I heard something. It was a 
woman's voice... and I realised it 
must be Tess, the barmaid. 

‘Only two bob this week, 
Gaffer... I swear it..." she said. 

‘You wouldn't lie to me, girl, 
would you?’ came the voice of my 
employer. ‘You did so once before 
and you know what happened? 
You got double.” 

‘I'm not lying, Gaffer. On my 
oath. Just two bob...” 

What on earth was going on? 
Why were they alone in the cellar 
and what was all this about 
money? I dare not open the door 
but there was a fair-sized chink in 
it. I holding my breath, I pressed 
one eye to it. I could see Tess, 
looking pale and clenching her 
fingers. The Gaffer must have 
been to one side of her. 

‘Alright then, young woman. 
Two bob it is. Twenty four pence 
at tuppence a time, that makes 
twelve. Get yourself ready.’ 

Then, to my amazement, Tess 
lifted her long skirt and pulled 
down her drawers. I was so 
fascinated by the sight I was 
almost frightened. Here was a 
young woman undressing, some- 
thing I had never seen before. But 
why? I was soon to know. The 
Gaffer now came into view. In his 
hand he had what, in those days, 
used to be known as a ‘working- 
man’s belt’. It must have been two 
and a half inches wide and pretty 
thick. In my innocence I wondered 
if he were about to take his 
trousers off but then saw they 
were held up by another belt. 

‘Over you go," he said gruffly. 
Then, to my even greater amaze- 
ment, Tess hauled her skirt right 
up high around her waist to expose 
her buxom naked bottom stark 
naked. I'd never seen such a thing 
before, but I'd dreamed about it. 
Something at once began to 
happen within my trousers. My 
God, what a sight it was! All soft 
and wobbly, but not white as it 
would have been in my imagina- 
tion. It was red-blotched and as 
rosy as Tess’s cheeks. The reason 
would soon be obvious. The next 
moment, Tess had placed herself 
over one of the spare barrels lying 
— luckily — within my vision. Her 
uplifted bottom looked even 
bigger. Now I could see things I 
had never seen before. Now I 
knew what a woman was! So... like 
that, eh? The pressure in my 
trousers intensified. Was I now 
going to witness what was known 
as ‘coupling’? The blood was 
pounding in my temples. This was 
real grown-up stuff, was it not? 
Heady, indeed, for a simple 
country lad like myself. 

Then I got an even bigger 





shock. The Gaffer moved to one 
side of the barrel and gave Tess a 
terrific wallop with the strap, full 
across the centre of her bottom. 
She gave vent toa gasping cry and 
her bottom bounced and twisted 
wildly, making that buxom flesh 
wobble all the more. It was an 
incredible spectacle and a most 
exciting one for me. However, 
what I could not make out was why 
the Gaffer was beating Tess. Why 
wasn't he doing something else 
with her, since she had her skirt 
up and drawers down? 

The belt continued to fall at 
regular intervals, striping those 
juddering buttocks vividly. Tess, it 
seemed to me, was remarkably 
tough. Not many young women 
could have taken a belting like that 
and remained curving over the 
barrel. It suddenly occurred to me 
that she was used to being beaten 
in this fashion. It was all so 


puzzling. Yet, as I have said 
before, very exciting. 
‘How many’s that, young 


woman?" 

‘Ah...hhhaaahhh....e-eleven, 
Gaffer...’ 

The twelfth stroke thwacked 
down as hard as all the previous 
ones had. Tess remained there, 
shoulders heaving but not sobbing 
audibly. Yes, she was a strong 
lass, alright. 

‘Will you be putting your hand 
in my money drawer again, Tess?’ 
asked the Gaffer almost solicit- 
ously. 

‘L... I'll try not to...’ came a 
choked answer. 

‘I mean, is tuppence worth a 
whack?" 

‘I'm very poor, Sir...” 

So that was it. Tess was being 
strapped for thieving out of the 
till. Well, I thought, that was a 
serious offence so I supposed she 
deserved it. After all, if the Gaffer 
had told the police she would most 
likely have gone to prison and 
never been able to get a respect- 
able job again. So perhaps this 
was a better alternative. Then, to 
my great surprise, I saw the Gaffer 
start to run a hand over Tess’s big, 
reddened bottom. To my even 
greater surprise, Tess did not 
protest but remained bent over the 
barrel. Then I heard her begin to 
sigh with something like content- 
ment. How extraodinary! The 
Gaffer’s body was partially 
obscuring my view so I couldn't 
see exactly what he was doing. 
This was most frustrating... as 
Tess’s sighs got louder and 
longer. 

I was stunned when, a little 
while later, I saw the Gaffer 
unbuckle his waist belt and drop 
his trousers. Once again the hair 


on the nape of my neck rose. This 
was real grown-up stuff. So this 
was what they did; how they did it. 
Just like animals when you come 
to think of it. Soon they were both 
grunting like pigs; then shudder- 
ing and gasping; then still and 
moaning. It was time for me to be 
off. Still jacketless, | made my way 
back up the cellar steps and out 
into the sunlight. 

That had certainly been some 
experience and my trousers were 
still bulging. Something, I knew, 
would soon have to be done about 
that! 

In my innocence, I assumed 
that Tess was just caught occa- 
sionally doing a bit of light thiev- 
ing, but subsequent visits, on the 
same weekday, to that cellar 
proved that this was a regular 
event. She felt the Gaffer’s strap 
every week... and he had his way 
with her. 

‘The interesting thing was, I 
realised after a while, that Tess 
was fully in control of the number 
of strokes she received each week. 
She could steal sixpence, tw 
shillings, or even four shillings if 
she wished. It was certainly a 
painful way of supplementing 
what must have been a pretty 
pitiful income! 

On the other hand, as | saw 
regularly, it had its compen- 
sations. 

Yours faithfully, 











Tom D. Gloucester. 


Dear Editor, 

My first vivid memories of 
corporal punishment are not (as I 
would imagine is more usual) of a 
visual nature but of an auditory 
one. Yes, I can clearly remember, 
when I was about 14 or so, being 
both intrigued and excited by the 
sound of punishment being 
administered. 

This, I may say, was in the 
mid-thirties when I was a pupil at 
a boys’ Secondary School... and it 
was one of those which had a 
complimentary School for Girls 
which was situated in its own 
grounds about a mile and a half 
away from us. In those days, the 
idea of boys and girls mixing 
together to receive lessons would 
have horrified both master, 
mistresses and parents. Whatever 
would the little darlings-have got 
up to? One wonders. The other 
great difference in that era 
between two Great Wars was, of 
course, the matter of discipline. I 
was caned several times by the 
Head — once before my form- 
mates — and thought nothing of 


it. It hurt a bit at the time but Iam 
sure it did me good. 

On the occasion I first heard a 
punishment, I had been sent with 
a letter from our Head to the 
Headmistress of our co-school. 
Why I was selected I don’t know 
but I do recall it was a great joy to 
be out of class and going through 
the streets with what I assumed to 
be an important ‘missive’ in my 
hand. It made me feel quite grown 
up. 
It felt both strange and some- 
how exciting to be going into that 
girls’ school. Just think of it, I said 
to myself, there are hundreds of 
them here. So near you. All 
wearing knickers and skirt. All 
different to you. It would certainly 
give me something to think about 
that night when I got into my bed, 
Ireckoned! 

A caretaker had directed me 
along a corridor towards the Head- 
mistresses study. The floor was 
highly polished; I can still smell 
that polish. At one point two girls 
came towards me. I felt myself 
flushing as they passed and looked 
away. It was humiliating to hear 
them giggling. 

At last, heart thumping a little, 
I came to a wide, mahogany- 
coloured door witha plate on it 
which announced ‘Headmistress’. 
I gathered myself together, felt to 
make sure all the buttons on my 
jacket were done up, then pre- 
pared to knock. At that point I 
heard a sharp whistling sound 
followed immediately by a series 
of high-pitched gasping sounds. I 
was flabberghasted. Puzzled, too. 
What on earth was going on? I 
stayed my knock. The same 
whistling sound came again, 
followed by some more anguished 
gasps. The hair on the nape of my 
neck rose. I had enough experi- 
ence to realise someone was being 
caned. And that someone must be 
a girl! That knowledge filled me 
with an intense pleasure. I sup- 
pose it must have been sexual 
pleasure, of a kind. From that 
moment, I am sure, my interest in 
the punishment of females has 
stemmed. 

Theard a third stroke delivered 
and the cries it evoked were even 
more anguished. Greatly daring, I 
pressed one ear to the door. 
Sobbing sounds could now be 
heard and, above them, a rather 
strident female voice delivering 
some kind of homily. Unfortun- 
ately, I couldn’t make out the 
words but it was surely the Head- 
mistress admonishing some girl 
she had just caned. I was quite 
fascinated to think that, behind 
that door, a girl was probably still 
bending over a desk. She might 


even have her knickers down! I 
backed away from the door in case 
it should open suddenly. Then I 
had the thought that, if I knocked 
and then opened that door, I might 
actually see that girl. I was torn 
between fear of the consequences 
and intense excitement. For some 
time a silence had reigned. Once 
more I pressed my ear to the door. 
Sobbing was still going on. Then 
came the Headmistress’s voice 
again, Sharp and commanding. | 
waited, indecisive, heart pound- 
ing. Someone was pleading. There 
came more commands. Then, to 
my amazement, the whistling and 
cracking sounds were resumed. I 
realised a second girl must be 
getting a caning. 

One...two...three...four... 
Strokes laid on at about ten-second 
intervals, each of them followed by 
breathless yelping cries. Was she 
getting it on the bare? I longed to 
know but could not pluck up 
enough courage to open that door. 

Five...six. 

Louder yells were followed by 
prolonged sobbing whilst another 
homily was delivered. What 
should I do? Lacking the courage 
of my desires, I retreated about 
ten yards down the corridor and 
then began to advance slowly 
again. At that moment the Head- 
mistress's door opened and out 
came two girls. They were both 
obviously senior girls, both with 
good, big titties. Each was clutch- 
ing hands urgently to the back of 
her gym slip; each face was red 
and streaked with tears. They 
hurried past me, seeming not to 
even notice me. Perhaps they had 
rather a lot on their mind at that 
moment! 

Once more I reached the door 
and this time I knocked. I was 
summoned in and just had time to 
catch side of a formidable-looking 
woman hanging a hooked-handle 
cane up in a cupboard. I also saw 
that the cupboard contained 
several more canes as well as 
some nasty-looking straps. Discip- 
line, it seemed, was even tougher 
at the girls’ school than the boys! 

“Yes, boy?’ 

‘Thave a letter, Ma‘am..." 

*Put it down on the desk, boy, 
and go.’ 

I did so at once. It was quite 
some relief to get out of that study. 
Somehow that woman frightened 
me more than my own Head- 
master. What must the sight of 
her have done for the girls, I 
wondered? 

Those indeed were the days... 

Yours sincerely, 











J.K. Lincoln. 
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